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THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

THE least that Findlayson, of the Public Works De- 
portment, expected was a C I. E. ; he dreamed <4 
a C. 8. 1. : indeed, his friends told him that he deserved 
more. For three years he had endured heat and cold, 
disappointment, disoomfort, danger, and disease, iritb 
responsibility almost too heavy for one pair of shoulders; 
and day by day, throu^ that time, the great Eashi 
Bridge over the Oaoges had grown under his charge. 
Now, in less than three montiis, if all went well, his 
Sxcellency the Viceroy would open the bridge in state, 
an archbishop would bless it, and the first trainload 
oC soldiers would come over it, and there would be 
Q>eedies. 

Findlayson, C. E., sat in his trolley on a construction 
line that ran along one of the main revetments— the huge 
stone-faced banks that flared away north and south itar 
tluree miles on either aide of the river— and permitted 
himself to think of the end. With its approaches, his work 
was one mile and throe^iuarters in length ; a lattice-girdw 
bridge, trussed with the Findlayson truss, standing on 
■BTCn-and-twenty brick piers. Each one of those pien 
[8J 
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THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

was twenty-four feet in diameter, ctqtped with red Agm 
stone and sunk eighty feet below the Bhifting sand of the 
Oanges' bed. Above them was a raUway-line fifteen feet 
broad; above that, again, a cart-road of eighteen feet, 
flanked with footpaUiB. At either end rose towers, of red 
brick, loopboled for musketry and pierced for big guns, 
and the lamp of the road was being pushed forward to 
their haunches. The raw earth-ends were crawling and 
alive with hundreds upon hundreds of tiny aBses climb- 
ing out of the yawning boirow-pit below with sackfuls 
of stuff; and the hot afternoon air was filled with the 
noise of h oove s, the rattle of the drivers' sticks, and the 
swish and roll-down of tlie dirt. The river was very 
low, and on the dazzling white sand between the three 
centre piers stood squat cribs of railway-Bleepers, filled 
wiUiin and daubed without with mud, to support the last 
of the girders as those were riveted up. In the little 
deep water left by the drought, an overhead-crane trav- 
elled to and fro along its spile-pier, jerking sections of 
iron into place, snorting and backing and grunting as 
an elephant grunts in the timber-yard. Riveters by the 
hundred swarmed about the lattice side-work and the 
iron roof of the railway-line, hung from invisible stag- 
ing under the bellies of the girders, clustered round the 
throats of the piers, and rode on the overhang of the 
footpath-stanchions; their fire-pots ana the ^urto of 
flame that answered each bsmmer-stroke showing no 
more than pale yellow in the sun's glare. Sast and 
west and north and south the construction-trains rattled 
and shrieked up and down the embankments, the piled 
tracks of brown and white stone banging behind them 
[4] 
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THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

dll the Bide-boarda were unpiimed, and with a roar 
and a grumble a few thoueand tons more material were 
flung out to bold the river in place. 

FindlayBon, C. E., turned on bis trolley and looked 
over the face of the country that he bad changed for 
seven miles around. Looked back on the humming vil- 
lage oi five thousand workmen; up stream and down, 
along the vista of spurs and sand; across the river to the 
far piers, lessoiing in the haze; overhead to the guard- 
lowets—end only he knew how strong those were— and 
with a sigh of contentment saw that his work was good. 
There stood his bridge before him in the sunlight, lack- 
ing only a few weekp' work on the girders of the three 
middle pierB— his bridge, raw and ugly as original sin, 
but puAAa— permanent— to endure when all memory of 
the builder, yea, even of the splendid Findtayson truss, 
had perished. Practically, the thing was dcme. 

Hitchcock, his assistant, cantered along the line on a 
little switch-tailed Eabuli pony who through long prac- 
tice could have trotted securely over a trestle, and 
nodded to his chief. 

" All but," eaid he, with a smile. 

" I'Ve been thinking about it," the senior answered. 
" ' Not half a bad job for two men, is itt " 

" One— and a half. 'Gad, what a Cooper's Hill cub I 
was when I came on the works! " Hitchcock felt very 
old in the crowded experiences of the past three years, 
that bad taught him power and responsibility. 

" You were rather a colt," said Findlayson. " I van- 
Am how you 'U like going back to offlce-work when this 
job 'sever." 

IB] 
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THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

"I Bhtill hate itl" said the young man, and as ho 
irent on bis eye followed Findlayson'a, and he muttered, 
" Is n't it damned good!" 

" I think we 11 go up the Borvice together," Findlay- 
eon eaid to himself. " You "re too good a youngster to 
waste on another man. Cub thou wast; aasiatant thou 
art. Personal assistant, and at Bimla, t&mi'shalt be^ if 
any credit comes to me out of the busjnessl" 

Indeed, the burdrai of the work had fallen altogether 
on Findlayaon ^^"^ his assistant, the young iwan wbixQ 
he had chosen because of his rawness to break to his 
own needs. There were labour contractors by the half- 
hundred — fitters and riyeterB, tlfuropean, borrowed from 
the railway workshops, with, perhaps, twenty white and 
half-caste subordinates to direct, under directioo, the 
bevies of workmen — but none knew better than these 
two, who trusted each other, how the underlings wera 
not to be trusted. They bad been tried many times in 
sudden crises— by slipping of booms, by breaking of 
tackle, faUure ot cranes, and the wrath of the river— 
but no stress had brou^t to li^t any man among men 
whom Findlayaon and Hitchcock would have honoured 
by working as remorseleHsly as they worked themsetves. 
Findlayson thoui^t it over from the beginning: the 
months of ofl9ce-work destroyed at a blow when tbe 
Qovemment of India, at the last moment, added two 
feet to the width of the bridge, under the impression that 
bridges were cut out of paper, and so brought to ruin at 
least half an acre of calculations— and Hit<dicock, new to 
disappointment, buried his head in his arms and wept; 
(be heart-breaking delays over the filling of the contracts 
[6] 
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THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

in Bhgland; the futile comapondencea hioting at great 
ireelth of commissionfl it one, only one, rather doubtful 
oonsignment were passed; the war that followed the 
refusal; the careful, poUte obstruction at the other end 
that followed the war, till young Hitchcock, putting one 
month's leave to another month, and borrowing ten days 
fr(»n Findlayson, spent his poor little savingB of a year 
in a wild dash to London, and there, as hia own tongue as- 
serted and the later consignments proved, put the fear of 
God into a man so great that he feared only Parliament 
atid said so till Hitchcock wrought with him acroBs his 
own dinner-table, and —he feared the Kashi Bridge and 
all who spoke in its name. Then there was the cholera 
that came in the night to the vQlage by the bridge works; 
and after ttie cholera smote the small-pox. Thefeverthey 
had always with Qiem. Hitchcock had been appointed 
a~ma^trate of ^e third class with whipping powers, 
for the better government of the community, and Find- 
layson watched him wield his powers temperately, learn- 
ing what to overlook and what to look after. It was a 
long, long reverie, and it covered storm, sudden freshets, 
death in every manner and shape, violent and awful rage 
against red tape half frenzying a mind that knows it 
should be busy on other things; drought, sanitation, 
finance; birth, wedding, burial, and riot in the village 
of twenty warring castes; argument, expostulation, 
persuanon, and the blank despair that a man goes to 
bed upon, thankful that his rifle is all in pieces in the 
gun-case. Behind everything rose the black frame of 
the Easbi Bridge— plate by plate, girder by girder, 
span by span— and each pier'of it recoiled Hitcboook, 
[7] 
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Uie all-round man, who had stood by his chief witliout 
tailing from the very first to this last. 

So the bridge was two men's worlc— unless one counted 
Peroo, 90 Peroo certainly counted himself. He was a 
Xaacar, a Qiarva from Bulsfu*, fB Tt>ii ii ft r wjtti every port 
between Bockhampton and London, who bad risen to the 
rank of aerany on the British India boats, but wearying 
of routine musters and clean clothes, had thrown up 
ttie service and gone inland, where men of his calibre 
were sure of employment. For his knowledge of tackle 
and the handling of heavy wei^ts, Peroo was wtnth 
almost any price he mi^t have choSen to put upon his 
services; but custom decreed the wage of the overhead- 
men, and Peroo was not within many silver pieces d 
his proper value. Neither running water nor extreme 
heists made him afraid; and, as an ex-serang, he knew 
how to hold authority. No piece of iron was so big or 
so badly placed that Peroo could not devise a tackle to 
lift it— a loose-ended, sagging arrangement, rigged wiih 
a scandalous amount of talking, but po^ectly equal to 
the work in hand. It was Peroo who had saved the 
girdw of Number Seven pier from destruction when the 
new wire rope jammed in the eye of tiie crane, and the 
huge plate tilted in its slings, threatening to slide out 
sideways. Then Uie native woi^men lost their heads 
with great shoutings, and Hitchcock's right arm was 
broken by a Calling T-plate, and he buttoned it up in his 
coat and swooned, and came to and directed for four 
hours till Peroo, from the top of the crane, reported 
*' All 's well," and tihe plate swung home. There was 
DO one like Peroo, serang, to lash, and guy, and hold, to 

[83 
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otmtrol the dockey-engineB, to hoist a faUea locomotiTe 
craftflf out of the boirow-pit into which it had tuiabled ; 
to strip, and dive, if need be, to see how the concrete 
blocks round the i^ers stood the ecouiing of Mother 
Qunga, or to adventure up-stream on a monsoon night 
and report on the stat« of the embankment-facings. 
He would interrupt the field-councils of Findlayson 
and Hitchcock without fear, till his wonderful English, 
or hie still more wonderful lingua-franca, half Portu- 
gueee and half Halay, ran out and he was forced to 
take string and show the knots that he would recom- 
mend. He controlled his own gang of tacklemen— mys- 
terious relatives from Eutch Mandvi gathered month by 
month and tried to the uttermost. No consideration of 
bat^y or kin allowed Peroo to keep weak hands or a 
giddjr head on the pay-roll. " My honour is the honour 
<A tilts bridge," he would say to the about-to-benlis- 
missed. " What do I care for your honour! Oo and 
work on a steamer. That is all you are fit for." 

The little cluster of huts where he and his gang lived 
centred round the tattered dwelling of s Bea-prieet— one 
who had never set foot on black water, but had been 
cboeeu as ghostly counsellor by two generations of sea- 
rovers all unaffected by port missions or those creeds 
which are thrust upon saflors by agencies along Thames 
bank. The priest of the Lascars had nothing to do with 
Uieir caste, or indeed with anything at all. He ate the 
offerings of his church, and slept and smoked, and slept 
again, " for," said Peroo, who had haled him a thousand 
miles inland, " he is a very holy man. He never cares 
what you eat so long as you do not eat beef, and that is 
[9] 



, Google 



THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

good, because on land we worship Shiva, we Ehairas; 
but at sea on the Eumpani's boats we attend strictly to 
the orders of the Burra Ualum [the first mate], and on 
this bridge we observe what Finlinson Sahib says." 

Finlinson Sahib had that day given orders to clear the 
scaffolding from the guard-tower on the right bAnk, and 
Peroo with his mates was casting looee and lowering 
down the bamboo poles and planks aa swiftly as ever 
they had whipped the cargo out of a coaster, 

From his trolley he could hear the whistle of the 
serang's silver pipe and the creak and clatter of &% 
pulleys. Peroo was standing on the topmost coping of 
the tower, clad in the blue dungaree of his abandoned 
service, and as Findlayson motioned to him to be care- 
ful, for his was no life to throw away, begri[9>ed the last 
pole, and, shading his eyes ship-fashion, answered with 
the long-drawn wail of the fo'c'sle lookout: "Ham 
dckhtahai" (" I am looking out "}. Findlayson laughed 
and tiien sighed. It was years since he had seen a 
steamer, and he was sick for home. As his trolley passed 
under the tower, Peroo descended by a rope, ape-fash- 
ion, and cried: " It looks well now. Sahib. Our bridge 
is all but done. What think you Mother Gunga will 
say when the rail runs overt " 

"She has said little eo far. It was never Biother 
Gunga that delayed us." 

"There is always time for her; and none the less 
there baa been delay. Has the Sahib forgotten last au- 
tumn's flood, when the stone-boate were sunk without 
warning— or only a half -day's wamingT " 

" Yes, but nothing save a big flood could hurt us now, 
The spurs are holding well on the west bank." 
[101 
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" Mother Ounga eatsgivat allowances. Tliere is always 
room for nu»« stone on the revetments. I tell this 
to the Chota Sahib" — he meant Hitchcock— "and he 
laughs." 

*'Ko matter, Feroo. Another yeex (bou wHt be able 
to build a bridge in thine own fashion." 

The I^w»r grinned. "Then it will not be in this 
way — with stonewoi^ sunk under water, as the Qitetta 
was sunk. I like sus-sus-pen-sheen bridges that fly from 
banktobanfc, with one big step, likea gang-plank. Then 
no watw con hurt. "When does the Lord Sahib comie to 
open the bridge! " 

" In three months, when the weather is cooler." 

"Hot hoi He is like the Buna Mftl"m , He sleeps 
below while the work is being done. Then he comes 
upon the quarter-deck and touches with his finger, and 
says: 'This is not clean I Pn— Jihhr¥in"'(i"fi'- 1 ' " 

" But the Lord Sahib does not call me a dam Jibboon- 
wallah, Feroo." 

" No, Sahib ; but he does not come on deck till the wortc 
is all finished. Even the Burra Ualum of ttie NerhudtUt 
said onoe at Tuticorin— " 

"Bahl Gtol I am busy." 

"L also I" said Feroo, with an unshaken countenance. 
"Hay I take the light dinghy now and row along the 
spurs?" 

"To hold them with thy hands? They are, I think, 
sufficiently heavy." ' 

" Nay, Sahib. It is thus. At sea, on the Black Water, 

we have room to be blown up and down without caro. 

Here we have no room at all. Look you, we hare put 

the river into a dock, and run her between stone sOls." 

[Ill 



j:,GoogIe 



THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

FlndlaTSon smiled at the " we." 

" Te have bitted and bridled her. She la not like tbe 
aea, that can beat against a soft beach. She Is Uother 
Gunga— In irons." His voice fell a little. 

" Feroo, thou bast been up and down the world mwe 
even than Z. Speak true talk, now. How mucb dost 
thou in thy heart believe of Mother Gungat " 

"All that our priest says. London is London, Sahib. 
Sydney is Sydney, and Port Darwin is Port Darwin. 
Also Mother Gunga is Mother Quaga, and when I oome 
back to her banks I know this and worship. In London 
I did poojah to the big temple by the river for the 
Bake of the God within. , . . Tes, I will not take the 
cushions in the dinghy." 

Findlayson mounted his horse and trotted to the shed 
of a bungalow that he shared with his assistant. The 
place had become home to him in the last three yean. 
He had grilled in the heat, sweated in the rains, and 
shivered with fever undw the rude thatch roof; the 
lime- wash beside the door was covered with rou(^ draw- 
ings and formulffi, and tiie sentry-path trodden in the 
matting of the verandah showed where he had walked 
alone. There is no eight-hour limit to an engineer's 
work, and the evening meal with Hitchcock was eaten 
booted and spurred: over their cigars they listened to 
the hum of the village as the gangs come up &«m the 
river-bed and the lights b^an to twinkle. 

" Feroo has gone up the spurs in your dinghy. He's 
taken a couple of nephews with him, and he 's lolling 
in the stem like a commodore," said Hitchcock. 

** That 'a all right. He 's got something on his mind. 
[12] 
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Toa *d think that ten. years In the Britiah India boats 
wonld have knocked moat of his religion out of him," 

"So It has," said Hitchcock, chuckling. "lovertieard 
him the other day in the middle of a most atheistical 
talk with that fat old ffuru of theirs. Peroo denied the 
efficacy of prayer; and wanted the guru to go to sea 
and watcli a gale out with him, and see if he could 
stop a monsoon." 

"All the some, if you carried off his guru he 'd leave 
us Uke a shot. Ue was yarning away to me about pray- 
ing to the dome of St. Paul's when he was in London." 

" He told me that the first time he went Into the 
angine-TOom of a steamer, when ha was a boy, he prayed 
to the low-pressure cylinder." 

** Not half a bad thing to pray to, either. He 's pro- 
pitiating his own Gods now, and he wants to know what 
Mother Qimga will think of a bridge being run across 
her. Who 's there? ' ' A ahodow darkened the doorway, 
anda tdegram was put into Hitobcock's hand. 

" She ought to be pretty well used to it by this time. 
Only a tar. It ought to be Ralli's answer about the new 
rivets. . . . Oreat Heavens! " Hitchcock jumped to 
his feet. 

" That is itf " said the senior, and took the form. 
" That '8 what Mother Ounga thinks, Is it," he said, 
leading. *' Keep cool, young 'un. We 've got all our 
work cut out for us. Let 's see. Muir wired half an 
hourago: 'Floods on thsBamguTiga, Lookout.^ Well, 
ttiat gives us— one, two— nine and a half for the food 
to reach Melipur Ghaut and seven 's sixteen and a half 
to lAtaoli— say fifteen hours befc»« it comes down to us>" 
C18J 
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" Oune that hill-fed sewer of a Btimgiingal Find* 
laTBon, tills is two months before anything could have 
been expected, and the left bank is littered up with stuff 
BtilL Two full months before the timel " 

"lliat'swhyitcomeB. I've only known Indian rivoa 
for flve-and-twenty years, and I don't pretend to under- 
stand. Here comes another tar." Findlayson opmed 
the telegram. " Cockran, thia time, from the Gangee 
Caaai: ^ Heavy rains here. BadJ" He might have saved 
the last word. Well, we don't want to know any mrae. 
We 've got to work the gangs all ni^t and clean up the 
river-bed. You 'U take the east bank and work out to 
meet me in the middle. Qet every thing that floats 
below the bridge; we shall have quite enough river- 
craft coming down adrift anyhow, without letting the 
stone-boate ram the piers. What have you got on the 
east bank that needs looking afterl " 

"Pontoon— one big pcm toon witii the overhead craneon 
it. T'otheroverheadcraneontbe mended pontoon, with 
the cart-road rivets from Twenty toTw^tty-three piers- 
two construction linee, and a tuming-eqpur. The pile- 
work must take its chance,'* said Hitchcock. 

" All right. Btdl up everything you can lay hands 
on. We '11 give the gang fifteen minutes more to eat 
their grub." 

Close to the verandah stood a big night-gong, never 
used except for flood, or fire in the village. Hitchcock 
had called for a fresh horse, and was off to bis side of the 
bridge when Findlayson took the cloth-bound stick and 
smote wiOi the rubbing stroke that brings out the fuU 
thunder of the metaL 
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Long before the last rumble ceaeed ever7 night-gong 
in the village had taken up the warning. To these were 
added the hoarse screaming of conches in the little 
temples; the throbbing of drums and tom-toms; and, 
from the European quarters, where the riveters lived, 
HcCartne7'a bugle, a weapon of offence on Sundays and 
festiTalB, brayed desperately, calling to "Stables," En- 
gine after engine toiling home along the spurs at the end 
of h^ day's work whistled in answer till the whistles 
were answered from the far bank. Then the big gong 
thundered thrice for a mgn that it was flood and not fire; 
conch, drum, and whigUe echoed the call, and the vil- 
lage quivered to the eound of bare feet running upon 
soft earth. The order in all cases was to stand by tiie 
day's work and wait instructions. The gangs poured by 
in the dusk ; men stopping to knot a loin-cloth or fasten 
a sandal; gang-foremen shouting to their subordinates 
as they ran or paused by the tool-issue sheds '"" ban 
and mattocks; locomotives creeping down their tracks 
wheel-deep in the crowd; till the brown torrent disap- 
peared into the dusk of the river-bed, raced ovw the 
pflework, swarmed along the lattices, clustered by Qie 
cranes, and stood still— etich man in his place. 

Then the troubled beating of the gong carried Ota 
order to take up everything and bear it b^ond high- 
water mark, and the flare-lamps broke out by the hun- 
dred between the webs of dull iron as the riveten 
began a night's work, racii^ against the flood that waa 
to come. The girders of the three centre piers— those 
that stood on the cribs— were all but in position. Tbsy 
needed just as manv rivets as could be driven into them. 
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for the flood would asBuredly wash out their sui^Kirti, 
and the ironwork would settle down on the c^is of 
stone if they were not blocked at the ends. A hundred 
crowbars strained at the Bleepers of the temporary line 
that fed the unfinished piers. It was heaved up in 
lengths, loaded into trucks, and backed up the hank 
beyond flood-level by the groaning locomotives. The 
tool-sheds on the sands melted away before the attack 
of shouting armiee, and with them went the stacked 
tanks of Government stores, iron-bound boxes of rivets, 
pliers, cutters, duplicate parts of the riveting-machines, 
spare pumfw and chains- The big crane would be the 
last to be shifted, for she was hoisting all the heavy stufl! 
up to the main structure of the bridge. The concrete 
blocks on the fleet of stone-boats were dropped over- 
side, where there was any depth of water, to guard 
the piers, and the empty boats tiiemselves were poled 
under the l»idge down-stream. It was here that Pe- 
roo's pipe shrilled loudest, for the firrt stroke of the 
big gong had brought the dinghy back at racing speed, 
and Peroo and his people were stripped to the waist, 
working for the honour and credit which are better 
than life, 

" I knew she would speak,'* he cried. " I knew, but 
the telegraph gives us good warning, sons of un- 
thinkable begetting— children of unspeakable shame- 
are we here for the look of the thing? " It was two feet 
of wire-rope frayed at the ends, and it did wonders as 
Peroo leaped from gunnel to gunnd, shouting the lao- 
guage of the sea. 

Findlayson was more troubled for the stone-boats 
[16] 
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dian aiiTtiiiiig else. UcCartney, with his gangs, waa 
blockmg iq> the ends of the three doubtful spana, but 
boats adrift, if the flood chanced to be a high one, ml^t 
endanger the girdera; and there waa a very fleet in the 
nhniniraTi channel. 

" Oet them behind the sw^ of the guard-tower," he 
ahouted down to Peroo. " It will be dead-water there. 
Get them below the bridge." 

"Acchal [Terj good.] I know; we are mooring 
them with wire-rope," waa the anawer. " Hehl Listen 
totheChota Bahib. He is working hard." 

From across the river came an almoet contiauoua 
whiatling of locomotiTes, backed by the mmble of stone. 
Hitchcock at the laet minute waa qmnding a few hun- 
dred more trucks of Tarakee stone in reinforcing hia 
spurs and embankments. 

" The bridge challenges Uother Otmga," said Peroo, 
with a lau^. " But when the talks I know whose voice 
will be the loudest." 

For hours the naked men worked, screaoring and 
shouting under the lights. It was a hot, moonleea 
nif^t; the end of it waa darkened by clouds and a sudden 
squall that made Findlayson very grave. 

"She moveel" said Peroo, just before the dawn. 
"Uother Gunga is awakel Hearl" He dipped his 
hand over the side of a boat and tiie current mumbled 
on ft, A little wave bit the side of a pier with a ciisp 
slap. 

*< ^ hours before her time, " said Findlayson, mopping 

hia forehead savagely. "Now we can't depend on any- 

tiling. We'dbetterclearallhaQdaoutoftheriTeivbed." 

£17] 
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Again the big gong beat, and a second time there was 
tlie nishisg of naked feet oa earth and ringing iron; the 
clatter of tools ceased. In the silence, men heard the 

,Jlff yawn fif^ wtytiflf f^wlinp; nvftj- t.hirRty cajM4 

Foreman after foreman ehouted to Fiadla^eon, who 
had posted himself by Uie guard-tower, that his section 
(4 the riTer-bed had been cleaned out, and when the last 
voice dropped Findlayeon hurried over the bridge till the 
Iron plating of tiie permanent way gave place to the 
temporary plank-walk over the three centre piers, and 
tiiere he met Hitchcock. 

"'All clear your side?" said Findl^Bon. The whisper 
rang in the box of latticework. 

" Yes, and the east channel 's filling now. We *re 
utteriy out of oiu: reckoning. When is this thing dowa 
on us? " 

" There 's no saying. She 's filling as fast as she can. 
Lookl" Findlayeon pointed to the planks bdow his 
feet, where the sand, burned and defiled by months of 
work, was b^;inning to whisper and fizz. 

" What orderst " said Hitchcock. 

" Call the roll— count stores— sit on your hunkers— 
and pray for the bridge. That 'a all I can think of, 
Qood night. Don't risk your life trying to fish out 
anything that may go down-stream." 

" Oh, I '11 be OS prudent as you arel 'Night. Hea- 
vens, how she 's fillingl Here 's the rain in eameetl " 
Findlayson picked his way back to his bank, sweeping 
ttie last of UcOartney's riveters before him. The gangs 
had spread themselves along the embankments, regard- 
less of the cold rain of the dawn, and there they waited 
tl8] 



ib,GoogIe 



THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS 

fortbeflood. Only Peroo kept his men together behind 
the swell of the guard-tower, where the Btone-boatB lay 
tied fore and aft with hawsers, wire-rope, and chains. 

A.8hriUwail rang along the line, growing to s yell, half 
fearandhaU wonder: the face of the river whitened fnan 
bank to bonk between the stone fadnga, and the far- 
away spurs ^reat out in spouts of foam. Uother Gunga 
had come bank-high in haste, and s wall of choodate- 
ocdoured water waa her messenger. There was a shriek 
above the roar of the water, the complaint of the epans 
wwning down on their blocks as the cribs were wbiried 
out fnmt under their bdlies. The stone-boata groaned 
and ground each other in the eddy that swung round 
file abutment, and their clumsy nuists rose hi^er and 
hitler against the dim sky-line. 

"Before she was shut between tlieee walls we knew 
what she would do. Now she is thus cramped Ood only 
knows what she will do!" said Peroo, watching the 
furious turmoil round the guard-tower. "Oh4l Fight, 
then I Fight hard, for it is thus that a woman wears 
hra^df out" 

But Uother Ounga would not fight as Peroo desired. 
After the first down-stream plunge there came no more 
walls of water, but the river lifted herself bodily, as a 
snake when she drinks in midsummer, plucking and 
flngering along the revetmeuts, and banking up behind 
the piers till even Findlayson b^;an to recalculate the 
strength of his wcn-k. 

When day came the village gasped. "Onlylastm'ght," 
men said, turning to each <Alber, " it was as a town in 
ttw river-bed I Look now t " 
(IS] 
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And they looked and wondered afresh at the deep 
water, the racing water that licked the throat of the 
piers. The farther bank was veiled by rain, into which 
the bridge ran out and vanished; tiie spurs up-stream 
were marked hj no more than eddies and spoutings, 
and down-stream the pent river, once freed of her 
guide-lines, had spread like a sea to the horizon. Then 
hurried by, rolling in the water, dead men and oxnt 
together, with here and there a patch of thatched roof 
that melted when it touched a pier. 

" Big flood,'* said Peroo, and Findlaysoa nodded. It 
was as big a flood as he had any wish to watch. His 
bridge would stand what was upon her now, but not very 
much more, and if by any of a thousand chances there 
happened to be a weakness in the embankments. Mother 
Ounga would carry his honour to the sea with ttie other 
rafde. Worst of all, there was nothing to do except to 
ait still ; and ^'indlayson sat still under his macintosh till 
his helmet became pulp on his head, and his boots were 
over-ankle in mire. He took no count of time, for the 
river was marking the hours, inch by inch and foot by 
foot, along tiie embankment, and he listened, numb and 
hungry, to tite straining of the stone-boate, the hollow 
thunder under the piers, and the hundred noises that 
make the full note of a flood. Once a dripping servant 
brought him food, but be could not eat; and once he 
thought that he heard a faint toot from a locomotive 
acrosstheriver, and then hesmiled. The bridge's failure 
would hurt his assistant not a little, but Hitchcock was 
A young man with his big work yet to do. For himself 
the crash meant everything— everything that made a 
[20] 
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liaid life worth tiie living. They would say, Qio men at 
his own profession ... he remembered the half- 
pitying things that he ^imHAif had said when Lock- 
hart's new waterworks burst and brc^e down in brick- 
heaps and shidge, and Lockhart'a spirit broke in him 
and he died. He remembered what he himself had said 
when the Sumao Bridge went out in the big cyclone by 
the sea; and most he remembered poor Hartopp's face 
three weeks lat^, when the shame had marked it. His 
bridge was twice the size of Hartopp's, and it carried 
the Findlayeon truss as well as the new piwshoe— the 
Findlayson txdted shoe. There were no excuses in his 
service. Government might listen, pwhaps, but bis 
own kind would judge him by his bridge, aa that stood 
or fell. He went over it in his head, plate by plate, 
span by span, brick by brick, pier by pier, remember- 
ing, comparing, estimating, and recalculating, lest there 
should be any mistake; and through the long hours 
and throi^i the flights of formuke that danced and 
wheeled before him a cold fear would come to pinch his 
heart. His side of tiie sum was beyond queetion; but 
what man knew Kother Qunga's arithmetici Even as 
he was mafring all Sure by thp multiplication-table, the 
river might be scooping a pot-hole to the very bottom 
of any one of those eighty-foot piers that carried his 
reputation. Again a servant came to him with food, 
but his mouth was dry, and he could only drink and 
return to tiie decimals in bis brain. And the river was 
still rising. Peroo, in a mat shelter-coat, crouched at 
bis feet, watching now his face and now the face of 
the river, but saying nothing. 
[21] 
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At laat the Laacar roae and floundered throuf^ the 
mud towards the village, but he was careful to leave an 
ally to watch the boats. 

Frasently he returned, moat irreverently driving be- 
fore him the priest of his creed— a fat dd man, with a 
grey beard that whipped the wind with the we$ clotti 
that blew over his shoulder. Never was seen so lamim- 
table a guru. 

" Vhat good are oflerings and litUe koraeene lamps and 
dry gr^n," shouted Peroo, " if squatting in the mud is 
all that thou canst dot Thou hast dealt long with the 
Qods when they were contented and well- wishing. Now 
they are angry. Speak to themi " 

" Vhat is a man against the wraQi of Oodst" whined 
the priest, cowering as the wind took him. ''Let me go 
to the temple, and I will pray tliere." 

" Son of a pig, pray here t Is there no return for salt 
fish and curry powder and dried onions! Call aloudl 
Tell Uother Qunga we have had enough. Bid her be 
still for the nig^t. I cannot pray, hut I have been serv- 
ing in the Eumpani's boats, and when nken did not 
obey my orders I—" A flourish of Uie wire-rope o<dt 
rounded the sentence, and the priest, breaking free &om 
his disciple, fled to the village. 

"Fat pigl" teid Peroo, "After all that we have 
done for him I When the flood is down I will see to it 
that we get a new guru. Finlinson Sahib, it darkens for 
night now, and since yesterday nothing has been eaten. 
Be wise, Sahib. No man can endure watching and great 
thinhing on an empty belly. Lie down, Sahib. The 
river will do what the river will do." 
[22] 
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** The bridge is tniae; I cannot leave it." 

" wot thou hold it up with thy hands, thsnt" said 
Peroo, laughing. " I was troubled for my boats and 
sheers bttfora Uw flood came. Now we are In the hands 
of the Oods. Tte Sahib will not eat and lie downt 
Take these, then. They are meat and good toddy to- 
gether, and they kill all wearineae, besides the fever 
that follows the rain. I have eaten nothing else to-day 
at all." 

He took a smaU tin tobacco-box from his sodden waist- 
belt and thrust it into Findlayson's hand, saying: 
*' Nay, do not be ab»id. It is no more fliaa opium- 
clean Malwa opium] " 

Findlayson shook two or three of tiie dark-brown 
pellets into his hand, and hardly knowing what he did, 
swallowed them. The stuff was at l^ast a good guard 
against fever— the fever that was creeinng upon him 
out of the wet mud— and he had seen what Peroo could 
do in the stewing mists of autumn on the strength d a 
dose from the tin box. 

Peroo nodded with bright eyes. "In a little— in a 
little the Sahib will find that he thinks well agahi. I too 
will—" He dived into his treasure-box, resettled the 
rain-coat over his head, and squatted down to watch the 
boats. It was too dark now to see beyond the first pier, 
and the ni^t seemed to have given the river new 
strwigth. Findlayson stood with his chin on his chest, 
thinking. There was one p<^t about one of the piers- 
the seventh— that he had not fully settled in his mind. 
The figures would not shape themselves to the eye ex- 
cept <Hie by one and at enormous intervals of time. 
[28] 
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Then waa a sound rudi and mellow in his ears like the 
deepest note of a double-bass— an entrancing sound 
upon which he pondered for several bouts, as it seemed. 
Then Peioo was at his elbow, shouting that a wire 
hawser had snapped and the stone-boats were loose. 
Findlayeott saw the fleet open and swing out fanwise 
to a Itmg-drawn shriek of wire straining across gunnels. 

*' A tree hit them. They will all go," cried Peroo. 
"nie main hawser has parted. What does the Sahib dot" 

An immensely complex plan had suddenly flashed into 
Findlayson's mind. He saw the ropes running from 
boat to boat in straight lines and angles— each rope a 
line of white Are. But there was one rope which was the 
master rope. He could see that rope. If he could pull 
it once, it was absolutely and mathematically certain 
that the disordered fleet would reaseemble itself in the 
backwater behind the guard-tower. But why, he won- 
dered, was Peroo clinging so desperately to his waist as 
he hastened down the bank) It was necessary to put the 
Lascar aside, graitly and slowly, because it was necessary 
to save the boats, and, further, to demonstrate the ex- 
treme ease of the problem that looked so difficult. And 
then— hut it was of no conceivable importanoe— a wire- 
rope raced through his hand, burning it, the hi gh bank 
disappeared, and with it all the slowly dispersing fac- 
tors of the problem. He was sitting in the rainy dark- 
ness—sitting in a boat that spun like a top, and Feroo j 
was standing over him. y 

" I had forgotten," said the Lascar, slowly, " that to 

those fasting and unused, the opium is worae than any 

wine. Those who die in Gunga go to thi. Gods. Still, I 

[24] 
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have no desire to preeent mysalf before such great ouett 
Can the Sahib swimt " 

"Whatneedt Hecanfly— flyBsawifUyaatbewind," 
waa the thick answer. 

" He is mad I " muttered Peroo, under his breath, 
** And he threw me aside like a bundle of dung-cakee. 
Well, he will not know his death. The boat cannot live 
an hour here even if she strike nothing. It is not good 
to look at death with a clear e^e." 

He retreehed himself again from the tin box, squatted 
down in the bows of the reeling, pegged, and stitched 
craft, Btariog through the mist at the nothing that was 
there. A warm drowsinees crept over Findlayson, 
the Chief EngineM-, whose duty waa with his bridge. 
The heavy raindrops struck him with a thousand Hngii^g 
little thrills, and Che weight of all time since time was 
made hung heavy on his ^elids. He thought and per> 
ceived Uiat he waa perfectly secure, for the water was 
do sdid that a man could surely step out upon it, and, 
standing stilt witii his legs apart to keep his balance— 
this waa the most important point— would be borne with 
great and easy speed to the shore. But yet a better 
plan came to him. It needed only an exertion of wiU 
for the soul to hurt the body asliore as wind drives 
papw, to waft it kite-fasliion to the I>ank. Thereafter 
—the boat spun dizdly— suppose the high wind got 
under the freed body? Would it tower up like a kite 
and pitch headlong on the far-away sands, or would it 
duck about, beyond control, tlirough all eternity I Find- 
layson gripped the gunnrf to anchor tumself, for it 
teemed ttiat lie was aa ttie wige of taking ttie flight be- 
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fore he had settled all bis plans. Opium has more effect 
on the white man than the black. Peroo was only com- 
fortably indifferent to accidents. "8be cannot live," 
he grunted. " Her seams open already. If she were 
even a dinghy with oars we could have ridden it out ; but 
a box with holes is no good. Fmlinson Sahib, she fills." 

" Accha ! I am going away. Come thou also." 

In his mind, Findlayson had already esct^ed from 
the boat, and was circling high in air to find a rest for 
the sole of his foot. His body— he was really sorry for 
its gross helplessness— lay in the stem, the water rush- 
ing about its knees. 

" How very ridiculousi " he said to himself, from his 
eyrie—" that— is Findlayson— chief of the Eaahi Bridge. 
The poor beast is going to be drowned, too. Drowned 
when it 's close to shore. I 'm— I 'm on shore already. 
Why does n't it come aloogt " 

To hia intense disgust, he found his soul back in his 
body again, and that body spluttering and choking in 
deep water. The pain of the reunion was atrocious, but 
itwasnecessary, also, to ^^t for the body. He was con- 
scious of grasping wildly at wet sand, and striding 
prodigiously, as one strides in a dream, to keep foot 
hold in the swirhag water, till at last he hauled himself 
clear of the hold of the river, and dropped, panting, on 
wet earth. 

" Not this night," said Feroo, in his ear. " The Gods 
have protected us." The Lascar moved his feet cau- 
tiously, and they rustled among dried stumps. ' ' This ia 
some island of last year's indigo-crop," he went on. 
" We shall find no men here; but have great care^ 
[26] 
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Sahib; all the snakes <d a hundred uilee have been 
flooded out. Here comes the lightning, on the heels ot 
the wind. Nov we shall be able to look; but walk 
carefully.'* 

Findlayson was Ear and far beyond any fear of snakea, 
or indeed any merely human emoti(m. He saw, after he 
had rubbed the water from his eyes, with an immense 
deamess, and trod, so it seemed to hlnis^, with world- 
encompassing strides. Somewhere in the night of time 
he had built a bridge— a bridge that spanned illimitable 
levds of shining seas; but the Deluge had swept it away, 
leaving Qiis one island under heaven for Findlayson and 
bis companion, sole survivors of ttte breed of Han. 

An incessant lightning, forked and blue, showed all 
that there was to be seen on the little patch in the flood 
—a clump of thorn, a clump of swaying creaking bam- 
boos, and a grey gnarled peepul overshadowing a Hindoo 
shrine, frcnn whose dcone floated a tattered red flag. The 
holy man whose summer resting-place it was had long 
since abandoned It, and the weather had broken the red- 
daubed image of bis god. The two men stumUed, heavy- 
limbed and heavy-eyed, over ttie ashes of a brick-set 
cooking-place, and dropped down under the shelter of the 
branches, while the rain and river roared together. 

The stumps of the indigo crackled, and there was a 
anell of cattle, as a huge and dripping Brahminee bull 
shouldered his way under the tree. The flashes revealed 
the trident mark of Shiva on his flank, the insolence of 
head and hump, the luminous stag-likt eyes, the brow 
crowned witii a wreath of sodden marigold blooms, and 
tite silky dewlap that almost swept the ground. There 
[27J 
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me a noise behind him of other beasts coming up from 
the flood-line through the thicket, s eound of heavy 
feet and deep breathing. 

' ' Here be more beside ourselves, " said Findlayson, hit 
head against the tree-pole, looking through half-shut 
eyes, wholly at ease. 

" TVuly," said Feroo, thickly, " and no small <mes." 

" Vliat are they, then? I do not see clearly." 

"The Gods. Who else! Lookl" 

"Ah, true! The Gods surely— the Gods." Findlay- 
son smiled as his head fell forward on his chest. Feroo 
was eminently right. After the Flood, who should b€ 
alive in the land except the Gods that made it— the Gods 
to whom his village prayed ni^tly— the Gods who were 
in an men's mouths and about all men's ways. He could 
not raise his head or stir a finger for the trance that held 
him, and Peroo was smiling vacantly at the lic^tnine. 

The Bull paused by the shrine, his head lowered to the 
damp earth. A green Parrot in the branches preened his 
wet wings and screamed against the thunder as the circle 
imder the tree filled with the shifting shadows of beaate. 
There was a black Buck at the Bull's heels— such a Buck 
as Findlayson in his far-away life upon earth mi^t have 
seen in dreams— a Buck with a royal head, ebon back, 
nlver belly, and gleaming straight horns. Beside him, 
her head bowed to the ground, the green eyes burning 
under the heavy brows, with restless tail switching the 
dead grass, paced a Tigress, full-bellied and deep-jowled. 

The Bull crouched beside the shrine, and there leaped 

from the darkness a monstrous grey Ape, who seated 

himself man-wise in the place of the fallen image, and 
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the rain spQled like jewels from the hair ot his neck and 
Bhouldero. 

Other BhadowB came and went behind the circle, among 
them a drunken Man flourishing staff and drinking- 
bottle. nien a hoarse bellow broke out from near the 
ground. "The flood lessens even now," it cried. 
"Hour by hour the water falls, and their bridge still 
stands 1" 

"My bridge," said Fiudlayson to himself. "That 
must be very old work now. What have the Qods to do 
with my bridget" 

His eyes rolled in the darkness following flie roar. A 
Hugger— the blimt-noeed, ford-haunting Hugger of the 
Ganges— draped herself before the beasts, lashing furi- 
ously to right and left witii her tail. 

" They have made it too strong for me. In all this 
night I have only torn away a handful of planks. The 
walls stand. The towers stand. They have chained my 
flood, and the river is not free any more. Heavenly 
Onee, take this yoke away I Qive me clear water be- 
tween bank and banki It is I, Uother Gunga, that 
speak. The Justice of the Qods I Deal me tiie Justice 
of the Oodsl " 

" What said II " wbiq>eTed Peroo. " This is in truth 
a Punchayet of the Qods. Now we know that all the 
world ia dead, save you and I, Sahib." 

The Parrot screamed and fluttered again, and the 
Tigress, her ears flat to her head, snarled wickedly. 

Somewhwe in the shadow, a great trunk and gleaming 
tu^s swayed to and fro, and a low guf^e broke the 
■ileace that followed on the snarl. 
£29] 
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" We be here," said a de^ voice, " tfie Qreat Onea 
One 0DI7 and very many. SMt, my father, is here, with 
Indra. Kali has t^wken already. Hanmnan UBtena 
also." 

" Kasbi is without bar Eotwal to-night," shouted the 
Man with the drinking-botUe, flinging his staff to the 
ground, while the island rang to the baying of hounds. 
'' Give her the Justice of the Oods." 

"Ye were still when they polluted my waters," the 
great Crocodile bellowed. "Te made no sign when my 
river was trapped between the walls. I had no help 
save my own strength, and that failed— the strength 
of Mother Ounga failed— before their guard-towers. 
What could I dof I have done everything. Finish 
now, Heavenly OnesI " 

" I brought the dea^; I rode the spotted sickness 
from hut to but of their workmen, and yet they would 
not cease." A noee-slitten, hide-worn Abb, lame, scis- 
soit-l^gei, and galled, limped forward. ' ' I cast thedeath 
at th^n out of my nostrils, but ttiey would not cease." 

Feroo would have moved, but the opiimi 1^ heavy 
upon him. 

"Bahl" he said, spitting. "Here is Sitala herself; 
Mata^the small-pox. Has the Sahib a handkerchief to 
put over his facet" 

" Little help I They fed me the corpeee for a month, 
and I flung them out on my sand-bars, but their work 
went forward. Demons th^ are, and boob of demons I 
And ye left Mother Ounga alone for their flre-oarriage 
to make a mock of. The Justice of the Q«da on the 
bridge-builders I " 

1301 
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The BiiU turned the cud in bis mouth and answered 
otowl; : " If the Justice of the Gkida cau^t all who made 
a mock of holy thin^ there would be many dark altars 
in the land, mother." 

" But this goes beyond a mock," said the Tigress, 
darting forward a griping paw. " Thou knowest, Shir, 
and ye, too, Heavenly Ones; ye know that (bey have 
defiled Gunga. Surely they must come to the Destroyer. 
Let Indra judge." 

The Buck made no movement as he answered : "How 
feng has this evil beeni " 

"Three years, as men count years, "said the Uuggw, 
close pressed to the earth. 

" Does Mother Qunga die, then, in a year, that she is 
. so anxious to see vengeance nowt The deep sea was 
where she runs but yesterday, and to-morrow the sea 
shall cover her again as the Qods count that which men 
call time. Can any say that this their bridge endures 
till to-morrowt " said the Buck. 

There was a long bush, and in the clearing of the storm 
the full moon stood up above the drilling trees. 

" Judge ye, then," said the River, sullenly. " I have 
spoken my shame. The flood falls still. I can do no 
more." 

" For my own part"— it was the voice of the great 
Ape seated within the shrine—" it pleases me well to 
watch these men, remembering that I also builded no : 
small bridge in the world's youth." 

" They eay, too," snarled the Tiger, " that these men 
came of the wreck of thy armies, TTflmifwftti^ and tliere. 
ttm thou hast aided—" 
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" Th^ toil as 1117 armies toiled in T^^nTri^^ and they be 
tievethat their toil enduree. IndraiBtoohigh.butSliiT, 
thou knowest how the land is threaded with their fire- 
camages." 

"Yea, I know," said the Bull. "Their Gods in- 
Btnicted tiiem in the matter." 

A laugh ran round the circle. 

" Their Oods! What should their Gods knowt Tbey 
were bom yesterday, and those that made them are 
Bcarcely7etcold,"Baid theUugger. " To-morrow their 
Gods trill die." 

"Hoi" said Peroo. " Mother Qunga talks good talk. 
I told that to the padre-sahib who preached on the 
Mombaasa, and he asked the Burra "M^'^^"Tn to put me 
in irons for a great rudeness," 

' ' Surely they make these things to please their Gods, '' 
said the Bull again. 

" Hot altogether," the Elephant rolled forth. " It is 
for the profit of my mahajuns— my fat money-lenders 
that worship me at each new year, when they draw my 
image at the head of the account-books. I, looking over 
their shoulders by lamplight, see that the names in the 
books are those of men in far places— for all the towns 
are drawn together by the fire-carriage, and the money 
comes and goes swiftly, and the account-books grow as 
fat as— myself. And I, whu am Ganeeh of Good Luck, 
I bless my peoples. " 

" They have changed the face of the land— which is 
my land. They have killed and made new towns on my 
banks," said the Mugger. 

" It ia hut the shifting of a little dirt. Let the dirt 
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dig in the dirt if it pleases the dirt," answered the 
Elephant. 

" But afterwardsl" said the Tiger. " Afterwards the; 
will see that Uother Gunga can avenge no insult, and 
they fall away from her first, and later from ua all, one 
by one. In the end, Oaneeh, we are left with naked 
altars." 

The drunken Man staggered to his feet, and hiccupped 
vehemently. 

" Eali lies. My sister lies. Also this my stick Is the 
Eotwal of Eashi, and be teepe tally of my pUgrims. 
When the time comes to worship Bhairon— and it is al- 
ways time— the fire-carriages move one by one, and each 
bears a thousand pilgrims. They do not come afoot any 
more, but rolling upon wheels, and my honour is in- 



" Ounga, I have seen thy bed at Pryag black with the 
pilgrims," said the Ape, leaning forward, "and but 
for the fire-carriage they would have come slowly and in 
fewer numbers. Bemember. ' ' 

' ' They come to me always, ' ' Bhairon went on thickly. 
"By day and night they pray to me, all the Common 
People in the fields and the roads. Who is like Bhairon 
to-dayt What talk is this of changing faithst Is my 
staff Ejstwal of Kashi for nothingt He keeps the tally, 
and he says that never were so many altars as to-day, 
and the flre-carriage serves them well. Bhairon am I 
—Bhairon of the Common People, and tiie chiefeet of 
the Heavenly Ones to-day. Also my stafE says—" 
, "Peace, thou!" lowed the Bull. "The worship of 
the schods is mine, and they talk very wisely, asking 
l831 
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whether I be one or manf, as is the delight of my 
people, and je know what I am. Kali, n^ wife, thou 
kuoweflt also." 

" Tea, I know," said the Tigress, with lowered head. 

" Oreater am I than Gunga alao. For ye know who 
moved the minds of men that they should count Qunga 
holy among the rivers, Who die in that water— y« 
know how men say—come to us without punishment, 
and Ounga knows that the fire-carriage has borne to her 
scores upou scores of such anxious ones ; and Kali knows 
(hat she has held her chiefest festivals among the pQ- 
grimages that are fed by the fire-carriage. Who smote 
at Pooree, under the Image there, her thousands in a 
day and a uight, and bound the sickness to the wheels 
of the fire-carriages, so that it ran from one end of the 
land to the other? Who but Kali? Before the fire^ar- 
riage came it was a heavy toil. The fire-carriages have 
served thee well, Mother of Death. But I speak for 
mine own altars, who am not Bhairon of the Common 
Folk, but Shiv. Men go to and fro, "mUng words and 
telling talk of strange Oods, and I listen. Faith follows 
faith among my people in the schools, and I have no 
anger; for when all words are said, and the new talk is 
ended, to Shiv men return at the last." 

"True. It is true," murmured Hanuman. "ToShiv 
and to the others, mother, they retium. I creep from 
temple to temple in the North, where they worship one 
God and His Prophet; and presently my image is alone 
within their shrines." 

"Small thanks," said the Buck, turning his head 
dowly. " I am that One and His Prophet also." 
184] 
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**BTen w>, Cather," said Hannman. "Am] to tits 
South I go who am the oldest of the Oods as men know 
the Oods, and presently I touch the ahrines of the New 
FaiUi and the Woman whom we know is hewn twelve- 
armed, and still they- call her Kary." 

"Small thanks, brother," said the Tigress. "I am 
that Woman." 

" Even Bo, sister; and I go West among the flre-car> 
riages, and stand before the bridge-buildera in many 
shapes, and because of me they change their faithH and 
are reiy wise, Ho< hoi I am the builder of bridges, in- 
deed—bridges between this and that, and each bridge 
leads surely to Us in the end. Be content, Gunga, 
Neither these men nor those that follow them mock 
thee at all." 

"Am I alone, then, Heavenly Ones! Shall I smooth 
out my flood lest unhappily I bear away their walls! 
Will Indra dry my springs in the hills and make me 
crawl humbly between their whar&? Shall I buiy me in 
the sand ere I offend! " 

"And all for the sake of a little iron bar with the Are 
carriage atop. Truly, Mother Gunga is always youngi" 
said Ganeeh the Elephant. "A child had not spoken 
more foolishly. Let the dirt dig in the dirt ere it return 
to the dirt. I know only that my people grow rich and 
praise me. Shiv has said that the men of the schools do 
not forget; Bhairon is content for his crowd of the Com- 
mon People; and Hanuman laughs." 

" Surely I laugh," said the Ape. ** My altars are few 

beside those of Qanesh or Bhairon, but the fire-carriages 

bring me new worshippers from beyond the Black Water 
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■ ■ —the men who beUeve tliat their God te toiL I run be- 
fore them beckoning, and they follow Hanuman." 

"Give them the toil that they desire, then," said the 
River. "Uake a bar acroea my flood and throw the 
water back upon the bridge. Once thou wast strong in 
Tjnirft, Hanuman. Stoop and lift my bed." 

" Who gives life can take life." The Ape scratched in 
Qtd mud with a long forefinger. " And yet, who would 
im>fit by the killing ? Very many would die." 

There came up frcnn the water a snatch of a love-eong 
such as the boys sing when they watch their cattle in 
the noon heats of a late spring. The Parrot screamed 
joyously, sliding along his branch witli lowered head as 
the 0(Hig grew louder, and in a patch id clear moonlie^t 
stood revealed the young herd, the darling of the Gopis, 
the idol of dreaming maids and of mothers ere their chil- 
dren are bom— Krishna the Well-beloved. He stooped 
to knot up his long wet hair, and the parrot fluttered 
to his shoulder. 

"Fleeting and singing, and singing and fleeting," 
hiccupped BhainHL "Thoee make thee late for the ' 
oouncil, brother." 

"And thent" said Eiishna, with a laug^, tlirowing 
back his head. " Te can do UtUe without me or Earma 
here." He fondled the Parrot's plumage and laughed 
again. "What is this sitting and talking together t I 
beard Uother Gunga roaring in the dark, and so came 
quickly from a hut where I lay warm. And what have 
ye done to Karma, that he is so wet and silent? And 
what does Mother Gunga here I Are the heavens full 
V that ye must come paddling in the mud beast-wise I 
Karma, what do Uiey dof " 
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" Qunga has prayed for a vengeance on the bridge 
bondera, and Kali is with her. Now she bids Kftnii^fln 
whelm the bridge, that her honour may be made great, " 
cried the Parrot. '* I waited here, knowing that thou 
^ouldft come, my masterl " 

*' And the Heavenly Ones said nothing! Did Qunga 
and the Mother of Sorrows out-talk themt Bid none 
i^ieok for my peoplel " 

*' Nay," said Ganeeh, moving uneasily from foot to 
foot; " I said it was but dirt at play, and why should we 
BtampitfiatI" 

" I was content to let them toil— well content," said 

** What had I to do with Gunga's angerf " said the 
Bull. 

'' lamBhaironof tbeCommonFolk, and this my staff 
la Kotwal of all Eashi. I spoke for the Common People. ' ' 

" Thou? *' ^e young God's eyes sparkled. 

" Am I not the first of the Gods in their mouths to- 
dayl" returned Bhairon, unabashed. "For the sake 
of the Common People I said— very many wise things 
which I have now forgotten, but this my etaft— " 

Krishna turned impatiently, saw the Hugger at his 
feet, and kneeling, slipped an arm round the cold neck. 
" Uother," he said gently, " get thee to thy flood again. 
The matter is not for thee. What harm shall thy hon- 
our take of this Uve dirt! Thou hast given them their 
fields new year after year, and by thy flood they are 
made strong. They come all to thee at the last. What 
need to slay them nowf Have pity, motiier, tor a Uttle 
—and it is only for a little." 

"If it be only tor a little—" the slow beast began. 
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" Are tliey Oods, then t " Enshna returned with a 
laugh, hia eyes ^wking into the dull eyee of the River. 
*' Be certain that it ia only for a little. The Heavenly 
Ones have heard thee, and presently justice will be done. 
Go now, mother, to the flood again. Men and cattle are 
thick on the waters— the banks fall— the villages melt 
because of thee." 

"But the bridge— the brid^^ stands." The Uu^er 
turned grunting into the undergrowth as Krishna rose. 

*' It is ended," said the Tigress, viciously. " There is 
no more justice from the Heavenly Ones. Te have 
made shame and sport of Qunga, who asked no more 
than a few score lives." 

"Of tag people— who lie under the leaf-roofs of the 
village yonder— of the young girls, and the young men 
who sing to them in the dark— of the child that will be 
bom next mom— of that which was begotten to-night," 
said Erishna. " And when all ia done, what profiti 
To-morrow sees thnn at work. Ay, if ye swept the 
bridge out from end to end they would begin anew, 
Hearmel Bbaironia drunk always. Hanumanmocks 
his people with new riddles," 

" Nay, but they are very old ones," the Ape said, 
laughing. 

" Shiv hears the talk of the schools and the dreams of 
the holy men; Ganesh thinks only of his fat traders; but 
I— I live with these my people, asking for no gifts, and 
BO receiving them hourly," 

" And very tender art thou of thy people," said the 
Tigress. 

••They are my own. The old women dream of IM 
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tunung in ttieir eleep; the niaida look and listen for me 
when tbc^ go to flU tbeir lotahs by Uie river. I iralk by 
the young men waiting witiiout the gates at dusk, and 
I call over my shoulder to the white-beards. Ye know, 
Heavenly Onee, that I alone of us all walk upon the earth 
continually, and have no pleasure in our heavens so loi% 
as a green blade springs here, or there are two voices at 
twilight in the standing crops. Wise are ye, but ye live 
far off, forgetting whence ye came. So do I not forget. 
And the fire-carriage feeds your shrines, ye sayt And 
the flre-carria^es bring a thousand pilgrims where but 
ten came in the old yearst True. That is true, to-day." 
"But to-morrow they are dead, brother," said 



" Feacel " sold the Bull, as TTanuman leaned forward 
again. "Andto-morrow, beloved— whatotto-morrow?'* 

" This only, A new word creeping from mouth to 
moutti among the Common Folk— a word that neither 
man nor God can lay hold of —an evil word —a little lazy 
word among the Common Folk, saying (and none know 
who set tliat word afoot) that they weary of ye, Heav 
enly Ones." 

The Qods laughed together softly. " And then, be- 
loved!" they said. 

" And to cover that weariness they, my people, win 
Imng to thee, Shiv, and to thee, Oanesh, at first greater 
offerings and a louder noise of worship. But the word 
has gone abroad, and, after, they will pay fewer dues to 
your fat Brahmins. Next they will forget your altan, 
but BO slowly that no man can say how his foi^EetfuInese 
began." 
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"I knew— I knew I I spoke this also, but tiiey would 
not hear," said the Tigress. " Te should have elain— 
we should have slaini " 

" It is too late now. Te should have slain at the be- 
ginning when the men from across the water had taught 
our folk nothing. Now my people see their work, and go 
away thinking. They do not think of the Heavenly 
Ones altogether. They think of the fire-carriage and 
the other things that the bridge-buflders have done, and 
wheo yotu: priests thrust forward hands asking alms, 
they give a little unwillingly. That is the beginning, 
among one or two, or five or ten— for I, moving among 
my people, know what is in their hearts." 

" And the end. Jester of the Godst What shall the 
end bet" said Qaneeh. 

" The end shall be as it was in the beginning, stoth* 
f ul son of Sbiv I The flame shall die upon the altars and 
the prayer upon the tongue til! ye become little Qods 
again— Ck>d8 of the jungle— names that the hunters of 
rats and noosers of dogs whisper in the thicket and 
among the caves— rag-Oods, pot Oodlings of the tree, 
and the village-mark, as ye were at the b^inning. That 
is the end, Oanesh, for thee, and for BhBiron->-Bhairon 
of the Common People." 

" It is very for away," grunted Bhairon. " Also, it 
is a lie." 

" l£any women have kissed Krishna. They told him 
this to cheer their own hearts when the grey hairs came, 
and he has told us the tale," said the Bull, below Ms 
breath, 

" Their Qods came, and we changed them. I took the 
[40] 
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Vomaa and made her twelre-armed. So Bball we twist 
all thflir Gods," said Hanuman. 

" Their Godsl This Is no qtteetloa ot their Oods— one 
or three— man or woman. The matter is with tlie 
people. They move, and not the Qods of the hridge- 
builders," said Krishna. 

*' So be it. I have made a man vorshq) the flre-car- 
riage as it stood still breathing smoke, and he knew not 
that he worafaipped me," said Hannman the Ape. "The7\^ 
win only change a little the names ot their Qods. Ishall ' 
lead the builders of the bridges aa of old; Shiv shall be 
worshipped in the schools by such as doubt and deepiae 
their fellows; Oanesh shall have his mahajuns, and 
Bhairon the donkey-drivers, the pilgrims, and the seUers 
of toys. Beloved, they wiU do no more than change the 
names, and that we have seen a thousand times." 

" Surely they will do no more than change the names. " 
echoed Oanesh; but there was an uneasy movement 
among the Oods. 

" They will change more than the names. He alone 
they cannot kill, so long as a maiden and a man meet 
together or the epring follows the winter rains. Heav> 
oily Onee, not for nothing have I walked upon the earth, 
Uy people know not now what they know; but I, who 
live with them, I read their hearts. Great Einge, the 
beginning of the end is bom already. The flre-carriagea 
■hout the names of new Ooda that are not the old under ' 
new names. Drink now and eat greatly I Bathe your 
faces in tiie amoke of the altars before they grow coldl 
Take dues and listen to the cymbala and the drums, 
Beavenly Ones, while yet there are flowers and songai 
1411 
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As men count time the end is far off; but aa we who 
know reckon it is to-day. I have spoken." 

The young Ood ceased, and his brethren looked at each 
other long in silence. 

" This I have not heard beforfl," Feroo whispered in 
his companion's ear. "And yet sconetimefl, when I 
oiled the brasses in the engine-room of the Goorkha, I 
have wondered if our priests were so wise— eo wise. 
The day is coming, Sahib. They will be gone by the 



A yellow light broadened in the sky, and the tone ot 
the river changed aa the darkness withdrew. 

Suddenly tiie Elephant trumpeted aloud as thou^ 
mAJi had goaded him. 

" Let Indra judge. Father of all, speak thoul What 
of the things we have heatdt Has Krishna lied in- 
deed? Or-" 

" Ye know," said the Buck, ridng to his feet. " Ye 
know the Biddle of the Oods. When Brahm ceases to 
dream, tiie Heavens and the Hells and Eiarth disappear. 
Be content. Brahm dreams still. The dreams come and 
go, and the nature of the dreams changes, but still 
Brahm dream«. Krishna has walked too long upon 
eartii, and yet I love him the more for the tale he has 
told. The Oods change, beloved— all save Onel " 
I " Ay, all save one ttiat makes love in the hearts <rf 
men," said Krishna, knotting his girdle. " It is but a 
little time to wait, and ye shall know if I lie." 

" Truly it is but a little time, as thou sayest, and we 

shall know. Qet thee to t^y huts again, beloved, and 

make sport for the young things, for still r.'ahm dreams. 
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Go, my children I Brahm dreams— and till he i 
the Qoda di« not." 



" Vhither went tbeyl" said the Lascar, awe-struck, 
shtvering a UtUe with the cold. / 

" God knowsi " said Findlayson. The river and the 
island lay in full dayli^t now, and there was never 
mark of hoof or pug on the wet earth under the peepul. 
Only a parrot screamed in the branches, bringing down 
showers of water-drops as he fluttered his wings, 

*' Upl "We are cramped with coldl Has the opium 
died out? Canst thou move, Sahibt " 

Findlayson staggered to his feet and shook himself. 
His bead swam and ached, but the work of the opium 
was over, and, as be sluiced bis forehead in a pool, the 
Cbi^ Engineer of the Kashi Bridge was wondering how 
he bad managed to fall upon the island, what chances 
the day offered of return, and, above all, how his woA 
stood. 

"Peroo, I have forgotten much. I was under the 
guard-tower watching the river; and then. . . . Did 
the flood sweep us awi^?" 

" No. The boats broke loose. Sahib, and " (if the 
Sahib bad foigotten about the opium, decidedly Peroo 
would not remind him) " in striving to letie them, so it 
seemed to me— hut it was dark— a rope caught the Sahib 
and threw him upon a boat. Considering that we two, 
with Hitchcock Sahib, buOt, as it were, tha% bridge, I 
came also upon Uie boat, which came riding on horse- 
back, as it were, on the nose of this island, and so, split- 
ting, cast ufl ashora. T made a great cry when the boat 
[4S] 
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left the wharf, and without doubt Hitchcock 8ah0> viO 
', come for ufl. As for the bridge, bo many have died in the 
' building that it cannot fall." 

A fierce sun, that drew out aH the smeU of the 
sodden land, had followed the Btorm, and in that dear 
lig^t there was no room for a man to think of the dreams 
of the dark. Findlayson stared up-stream, across the 
blase of moving water, till his eyes ached. There was 
no sign of any bonk to the Oanges, much lees erf a bridge- 
line. 

" Ve came down far," he said. " It was wonderful 
that we were not drowned a bimdred times." 

*' That was the least of the wonder, for no man dies 
b^ore his time. I have seen Sydney, I have aeen Lon- 
dtm, and twenty great ports, but "~T?etoo looked at the 
damp, discoloured shrine under the peepul— " never man 
has aeen that we saw here." 

" Whatr " 

" Has the Sahib forgotten; or do we black men only 
see the Godsl " 

" There was a ferer upon me." Findlayaon was Btm 
looking uneaaQy across the water. ' ' It seemed that the 
island was full of beasts and men talking, but I do not 
remember, AboatcouldliTeinthiswaternow.Ithink." 

"Ohol Then it fa true. 'WheaBrahmceaaestodream, 
the Qods die.' Now I know, indeed, what he meant. 
Once, too, the guru said as much to me; but then I did 
not understand. Now I am wiae." 

" Whatt" said Findlayaon, over his shouldCT. 

Peroo went on as if he were talking to himself. " ffiz 

-seven— ten monsoons since, I was watch on the fo'c'sle 
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Vt Um AnooA— the Eumpanl's big boat— and there wat 
a big tttfan; green and black water beatkig, and I hdd 
taet to the life-linee, choking under the waters. Then I 
thought of the Gods— of Those whom we saw to-night " 
—be stared curiously at Findlayson's back, hut the 
white man was looking across the flood, " Tee, I si^ 
of Those whom we saw this night past, and I called upon 
Them to protect me. And while I prayed, still keeping 
my lookout, a big wave came and threw me forward 
npon the ring of the great black bow-anchor, and tbe 
JtettuA rose hi^ and high, leaning towards the left-hand 
aide, and the water drew away from beneath her non, 
and I lay upon my belly, holding the ring, and looking 
down into those great deeps. Then I thought, wva in 
the foce of death: If I lose hold I die, and for me neither 
the Retcah nor my place by the galley where the rioe is 
cooked, nor Bombay, nor Calcutta, nor even London, 
will be any more for me. ' How aball I be sure,* I said, 
'that the Oods to whom I pray wOI abide at allt' This 
I thought, and the BsvxA dropped her noee as a ham- 
mer falls, and all die aea came In and slid me back- 
wards along the fo'e'sle and over the break of the 
fo'c'sle, and I very badly bruised my shin against the 
donkey-engine: but I did not die, and I have seen 
the Oods. tbej are good for live men, but for the 
dead . . , They have spoken Theniaelvea. Therefore, 
when I oome to tbe village I will beat the fi^ru for 
talking riddlee which are no riddles. Then Brahm 
eeaeee to dream the Oods go." 

" Look up-stream. The light blinds. Is theresmokf 
jondert" 
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Peroo shaded hk eyes with his handB. " He Is a yrim 
man and quick. Hitchcock Sahib would not trust a 
rowboat. He has borrowed tho Bao Sahib's steam- ■ 
launch, and comee to look for us. I have always said 
that there should have been a steam-launch on the bridge 
works for us." 

The territory of the Bao of Baraon lay within ten miles 
of the bridge; and Findlayson and Hitohcock had spent 
a fair portion of &eir scanty leisure in playing bOliards 
and shooting btack-buck with the young man. He had 
been bear-led t^ an English tutor of sporting tastes for 
some five or six years, and was now regally wasting 
tbe revenues accimiulated during his minority by the 
Indian Qoyemment. His steam-lamich, with its sOtOT' 
{dated rails, striped sUk awning, and mahogany decks, 
vas a new toy which Findlayson had found horribly 
In the way when the Bao came to look at the bridge 
works. 

" It 's great luck," murmured Findlayson, but he was 
none the lees afraid, wondering what news might be of 
the bridge. 

The gaudy blue and white funnel came down-stream 
swiftly. They could see Hitchoock in the bows, with 
a pair of opera-^asaea, and bis taoe was unusually 
white. Then Peroo hailed, and tiie launch made for 
ttie tail of the island. The Bao Sahib, in tweed shoot- 
ing-suit and a aeven-hued turban, waved his royal 
hand and Hitchoock shouted. But he need have asked 
no questions, for Findl^stm's first demand was tor his 

"Allserenet "Oad, I never expected to see you again, 
140] 
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FindlaTSon. You 're seven koee down-stream. Tee; 
there 's not a stone diifted anywhere; but how are youf 
I borrowed the Rac Sahib's launch, and be was good 
enough to come alon^. Jump in." 

" Ah, Fiolinaon, you are very well, ehl That was 
most imprecedented calamity last night, eht Uy royal 
palace, too, it leaks like the devil, and the crops will 
also be short all about my country. Now you shsU 
back her out, Hitchcock. I— I do not understand steam- 
engines. Ton are wet? You are cold, Finlinsonl I 
have some things to eat here, and you vill take a good 
drink." 

" I 'm immensely grateful, Rao Sahib. I believe 
you 've saved my life. How did Hitchcock—" 

'^ Oho! His hair was upon end. He rode to me in 
the middle of the night and woke me up in the arms of 
Morpheus. I was most truly concerned, Finlinson, so I 
came too. ^y head-priest he is very angry just now. 
We will go quick, Mister Hitchcock. I am due to attend 
at twelve forty-five in the state temple, where we 
sanctify some new idol. If not so I would have asked 
you to spend the day with me. They are dam-bore, 
these rdigious ceremonies, Finlinson, eht " 

Peroo, well known to the crew, had possessed himself 
of the inlud wheel, and was taking Uie launch craftily 
up-stream. But while he steered he was, in his mind, 
hun^liipg two feet of portiaUy untwisted wire-rope; end 
the back upon which he beat was the back cf his guru. 



t«3 



:dbvGoogIe 



:dbvGoogIe 



A WALKING DELEGATE 



:dbvGoogIe 



:dbvGoogIe 



A WALKING DELEGATE 

ACCORDING to the custom of Vermont, Sunday after^ 
.MX. noon ia aaltiog-time on the farm, and, unless some- 
thing very important happens, we attend to the salting 
ourselrea. Dave and Pete, the red oxen, are treated 
first; Qtey stay in the luHne meadow ready for work on 
Monday. Then come the cows, with Pan, the calf, who 
should have been turned into veal long ago, but survived 
on account of his manners; and lastly the horses, scat- 
tered through the seventy acres of the Back Pasture. 

Tou must go down by the brook that feeds the click- 
ing, bubbling water-ram; up through the sugar-bush, 
where the young maple undergrowth <doees round you 
like a shallow sea; next follow the faint line of an old 
oounty-road running past two green hollows fringed 
wiQi wfld rose that mark the cellars of two ruined 
houses; then by Lost Orchard, where nobody ever 
comes except in cider-time; then across another brook, 
and so into the Back Pasture. Half of it is pine and 
henilock and spruce, with sumach and little jun^>er- 
buahes, and the other half is grey rock and boulder and 
mon, with green streaks of brake and swamp; but tlM 
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horaes like it weH enough— our own, aud the othora that 
are turned down there to feed at fifty cents a week. 
Host people walk to the Back Paature, and find it very 
rough work; but one can get there in a buggy, if the 
horae knows what is expected of him. The safest con- 
veyance is our coup6. This began life as a buckboard, 
and we bou^t it for five dollars from a aonowfiil man 
who had no other sort of possessions; and the seat 
came off one night when we were turning a oomer in a 
hurry. After that alteration it made a beautiful salting- 
machine, if' you held tight, because there was nothing 
to catch your feet when you f^ out, and the alats 
rattled tunes. 

One Sunday afternoon we went out with the salt as 
usual. It was a broiling hot day, and we could not find 
the horses anywhere till we let Tedda Oabler, the bob- 
tailed nLare who throws up the dirt with her big hooves 
exactly as a tedder throws hay, have her head. Clever 
as she is, she tipped the coupd over in a hidden brook 
before she came out on a ledge of rock where all the 
horses had gathered, and were switching files. The 
Deacon was the first to call to her. He is a very dark 
iron-grey four-year-old, son of Grandee. He has been 
handled since he was two, was driven in a light cart 
before he was three, and now ranks as an absolutely 
steady lady's horse— proof agamst steam-rollers, grade- 
crossings, and street processions. 

" Saltl " said the Deacon, joyfully. " Tou 're drefOe 
late, Tedda." 

"Any— any place to cramp the coup6t" Tedda 

panted. "It weighs turr'ble this weather, I 'd 'a* 
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oome Booner, but tbej did n't kncnr what they wanted 
—UN haow. Fell out twice, both of 'em. Z don't 
understand Bech foolislmess." 

" You look consider'ble het up. 'QuesB you 'd better 
cramp her imder them pines, an' cool off a piece." 

Tedda scrambled on the ledge, and cramped the oaapi 
in the shade of a tiny little wood of pines, while my 
companion and I lay down among the brown, silky 
needles, and gasped. All the home horses wen gath- 
ered round us, enjoying their Sunday leisure. 

There were Rod and Rick, the seniors on the farm, 
^ey were the r^;ular road-pair, bay with black points, 
fiill brothers, aged, sons of a HamUetonian sire and a 
Morgan dam. There were Nip and Tuck, seal-browns, 
rising six, brother and slstra. Black Hawks by birth, 
perfectly matched, just flniatiTTig their education, and 
as handsome a pair as man could wish to find in a 
forty -mile drive. There was Uuldoon, our ex-car-horse, 
bought at a Trature, and any colour you choose that is 
not white; and Tweezy, who comes from Kentucky, 
with an affliction of his left hip, which makes him a 
little uncertain how his hind l^s are moving. He and 
Kuldoou had been hauling gravel all the week for oiir 
new road. The Deacon you know already. Last of 
all, and eating something, was our faithful Uarcus 
Aurelius Antoninus, the black buggy-horse, who had 
seen us through every state of weather and road, the 
horse who was always standing in harness bef oro some 
door or other— a ^liloeopher with the appetite of a 
shark and the manners of an archbishop. Tedda Oabler 
was a new " trade," with a reputation for vice which 
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wu really the nsult ct bad diivlng. She had ons 

working gtUt, 'which she could hold till further notice; 
a Roman noee; a large, promment ^e; a Bhaving- 
bnuh of a tail; and an irritable temper. Bhe took her 
salt through her bridle; but the others trotted up nus> 
zling and wickering for theiiB, till we emptied it on the 
clean rocks. Theiy were all standing at ease, on three 
legs for the nujet part, tftllring the ordinary gossip ot 
the Back Pasture— about the scarcity of water, and 
gaps in the fence, and how the early windfalls tasted 
that season— when litUe Bick Uew the last few grains 
of his allowance into a crevice, and said ; 

" Hurry, boysl 'Might ha* knowed that livery-plug 
would be around." 

We heard a clatter of hoofs, and there climbed up from 
the ravine below a fl^-center translrat— a wall>eyed, 
ydlow frame-house of a horse, sent up to board from 
a livery^staUe in town, where they called him " The 
I^unb," and never let him out except at nij^t and to 
strangers. My companion, who knew and had broken 
most of the bones, looked at the ragged hammer-bead 
as it rose, and said quietly: 

" Ni-ioe beast. Uan-eatw, if he gets the cdia&ce— see 
hie eye. Eiofcer, too— see his hocks. Western horse." 

Hie »TilTnal lumbered up, snuffling and grunting. TTfa^ 
feet showed that he had not worked for weeka and 
weeks, and our creatures drew together signifloanlly. 

"As usual," be said, wiUi an underhung sneer— 
" bowin' your beads before the Oppressor that otHues to 
spend his leisure epoetin' over you." 

" Mine *B done," said the Deaoon; he ticked up tbe 
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remnant of hia salt, dropped his nose in his master's 
hand, and sang a little grace all to himself. The Dea- 
con baa the moat enchanting manners of ai^ one I know. 

" An' fawnin' on them for what is your inalienable 
right It 's humiliatin','' said the yellow hone, snjfiing 
to see if he could find a tew spare grains. 

"Go daown hill, Qien, Boney," the deacon replied. 
" Ouees you 11 find somefln' to eat still, if yer haint 
hogged it alL You Ve ett more 'n any three of us to- 
day— an' day fore that— an' the last two months— 
semce you Ve been here." 

" I am not addreseiQ' myseU to the young an' immar 
ture. I am speakjn' to those whoee opinion on' experi- 
ence oommanda respect." 

I saw Bod mise his head as though he ware about to 
naoke a remark; then he dropped it again, and stood 
three-oomered, like a ];dou^-horee; Bod can cover bis 
mile in a shade under three minutes on an ordinary 
rood to an tn^Jinary buggy. He la tremendotuly powei^ 
ful bdund, but, like most Hambletonians, he grows a 
trifle Bullcoi as he gets cdder. Ko one can lore Bod very 
much ; but no one can help respecting him. 

"I wish to wake those," the yellow horse wrait on, "to 
an abidin' sense o' their wrongs an' their injuries an* 
Uieir outrages." 

"Haow 's that I" said Marcus Aurelius Antonlnua, 
dreamily. Ee thought Boney was talking of some Und 
of feed. 

"An' when I say outrages and injuries "—Boney 

vraved his taO furiously— "I mean 'em, too. Great 

Onts I That 'a just what I do mean, pUin an' straight " 

[66] 



:dbvGoogIe 



A WALKING DELEGATE 

" Hie gentl«man talks quite earnest," said Tuck, ^m 
mare, to Nip, her brother, ' ' There 's no doubt thinkin' 
broadens the borisMiso' the mind. His language is quite 
lofty." 

"Heeh, sis," Nip answered. "He hain't widened 
Qothin' 'cep' the circle he 's ett in pasture. T^hej feed 
words fer beddin' where he comes from," 

" It 's el^^ant talkin', thou^," Tuck returned, with 
an unconvinced toss of her pretty, lean Uttte head. 

The yellow horse heard her, and struck an attitude 
which he meant to be extremely impresslTO. It made 
him look as though he had been badly stuffed. 

" Now I ask you— I ask you without prejudice an' 
without favour, —what has Man the Oppressor ever done 
for you? Are you not Inalienably entitled to the free air 
o' heaven, blowin' acrost this boundless prairie) " 

" Hev ye ever wintered here? " said the Deacon, mer- 
rily, while the others snickered. " It 'a kinder cool." 

" Not yet," saidBoney. " I come from the boundless 
confines o' Kansas, where the noblest of our kind have 
their abidin' -place among the sunflowers on the fiireeh- 
old o' the settin' sun in hie glory." 

" An' Uiey sent you ahead as a sample? " said Rick, 
with an amused quiver of his long, beautifully groomed 
tail, as thick and as fine and as wavy as a quadroon's 
back hair. 

" TTftnnfta^ gir, needs no advertisement. Her native 
sons rely on themselves an' their native sires. Yes, sir. " 

Then Tweezy lifted up his wise and polite old head. 
His affliction makes him bashful ss a rule, but he is 
ever iho most courteous of horses. 
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"Ezciue me, buIi," he said slowly, "but, unleea I 
liave bBBQ misiiifohiQed, most of your prommAnt siahB, 
sub, are impo'ted from Kentucky; an' / 'm from 
Paduky." 

There iras the leckst litUe touch of pride in die last 
words. 

" Any horse dat knows beans," said Muldoon, sud- 
denly (be bad been standing with his bairy chin on 
Tweezy's broad quarters), " gits outer Kansas 'fore dey 
crip bia shoes. I blew in dere from loway in de days 
o' me youth an' innocence, an' I vmz grateful when 
dey boxed me fer N' Toi^. You can't tell me anything 
about Kansas I don't wanter fergit. De Belt Line 
stables ain't no Hoffman House, but dey 're Yander- 
bilt's 'longside o' Kansas." 

" What tho borees o' Kansas think to-day, the horses 
of America will think to-morrow; an' I tell you that 
when the horses of America rise in their might, the day 
o' the Oppressor is ended." 

There was a pause, till Rick said, with a little grunt: 

" Ef you put it that way, every one of us has riz in 
his might, 'cep' Uarcua, mebbe. Harky, 'j ever rise in 
yermightT" 

"Nope," said Uarcua Aureliiu Antoninus, thought- 
fully quidding orer a mouthful of grass. " I seen a 
heap o' fools try, though." 

"Tou admit that you rizt" said the Kansas horse, ex- 
citedly. " Then why— why in TfftTimui did you ever gc 
under agalnf " 

" 'Horse can't walk on bis hind legs oZI the time," said 
the Deacon. 
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" Not when b« 'a jertced over on his back 'fore ha 
knows what (etched him. We 've all done it, Boney," 
said Rick. " Nip an' Tuck they tried it, spite o' what 
the Deacon told 'ent; an' the Deacon he tried it, spite o' 
what me an' Bod told him; an' me an' Bod tried it, spite 
o' what Orandee told us; an' I guess Qrandee he tried it, 
spite o' what his dam told him. It 's the same old cir- 
cus from generation to generation. 'Colt can't see why 
he 's called on to back. Same old rearin' on end- 
straight up. Same old feelin' that you 've bested 'em 
this time. Same old Uttle yank at yer mouth when 
you 're up good an' tall. Same old Pegasua-act, won- 
derin' where you '11 'light. Same old wop when you hit 
the dirt with your head where your tail should be, and 
your in'arda shook up like a bran-mash. Same (dd voice 
m your ear: ' Waal, ye little fool, an' what did you 
reckon to make by thatt ' We 're through with ristn' in 
our might on thia farm. We go to pole er sin^e, ac- 
cordin' ez we 're hitched." 

"An' Ifan the Op p r ooD or sets an' ^oate over you, 
same as he 's settin' now. Haint that been your ex- 
perieuce. madam!" 

This lastremark wasaddressed to Tedda; and any one 
could see with half an eye that poor, old, anxious, fidgety 
Tedda, stamping at the fliea, must have left a wild and 
tumultuous youdi behind her. 

" 'Fends on the man," she answered, shifting from one 
foot to the oUier, and addressing herself to the home 
horses. "They abused me dreffle when I was young. 
I guess I was sperrity an ' nervous some, but they did nt 
allow for that T was in Monroe Clounty, Noo York, 
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an* aeooe then till I come here, I 've run away with 
toore men than 'u'd fill a boardin' -house. Why, the 
man that sold me here he says to the bees, s* he: 
* Mind, now, I 've warned you. 'T won't be none of my 
fault If Bhe sheds you daown the road. Don't you drive 
her hi a top-buggy, ner 'thout wmken,* 8* he, 'ner 'thout 
this bit, ef you look to come home behind her.' 'H' the 
fust thing ttie hoes did was to git the top-buggy." 

'* Oan't say as I like top-buggies," said Rick; " they 
don't balance good." 

" Suit me to a ha'ar, " said Marcus Aureliufl Antoninus. 
" Top-buggy means the baby 's in behind, an' I kin stop 
white she gathers the pretty flowers— yes, an' pick a 
maouthful. too. The women-folk all say I hev to be hu- 
moured, an'— 1 don't kerry things to the sweatin'^point, " 

*' 'Couise I 've no pr^'udice against a top-buggy s' 
long 's I can see it," Tedda went on quickly. *' It 's 
ha'f-seein' the pesky thing bobbin' an' balandn' behind 
the winkers gits on my nerves. Then the boss looked 
at the bit th^ *d sold with me, an' s' he: 'Jiminy 
Christanas! This 'u'd make a clothes-horse stan' 'p 
end I ' Then he gave me a plain bar bit, an' fitted It i 
if there was some fedin' to my maoutb." 

" Hain't ye got any, Miss TeddaT" said Tuck, who 
has a mouth like velvet, and knows it. 

" Might 'a' had. Miss Tuck, but I 've forgot. Then 
he give me an open bridle,— my style *s an open bridle 
— an'-~I dunno as I ought to tell this by rights— ha— 
give— me— a kiss." 

"Myl" said Tuck, "I can't tell fer the ihoes o' me 
what makes some men so fresh. '~ 
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" VtAi&w, sis," said Nip, " what 's the sense In actiu* 
Mt Tou git a kise reg'lar 's hitcfaio'-up time." 

" Well, you need n't tell, smapty," said Tuck, iritii a 
squeal and a kick. 

"I 'd heard o' kisses, o' course," Tedda went on, 
"but they had n't come my way specially. I don't 
mind tellin' 1 was that took ahack at that man's doin's 
he might ha' Ut flre-crackers on my saddle. Then we 
went out jest 'sif a kiss waanothin',an'Iwasn'tthree 
strides into my gait 'fore I felt the boss knoo his 
business, an' was tnistin' me. So I studied to please 
him, an' he never took the whip from the dash— a whip 
drives me plmub distracted— an' the upshot was that 
— waal, I 've come up the Back Pasture to-day, an' the 
coapi 's tipped clear over twice, an' I 've waited till 
'twuz fixed each time. Tou kin judge for yourselves. I 
don't set up to be no better than my neighbors,— spe- 
cially with my tail snipped off the way 'tis,— but I want 
you all to know Tedda 's quit fightin' in harness or out 
of it, 'cep' when there 'e a bom fool in the pasture, 
Btuffln' his stummick with board that ain't rightly hisn, 
'cause he hain't earned it." 

" Ueanin' me, madam? " said the yellow horse. 

"Ef the shoe fits, clinch it," said Tedda, snorting. 
' ' I named no names, though, to be sure, some folks are 
mean enough an' greedy enough to do 'thout 'em." 

"There's a deal to be forgiven to ignorance, "said the 
yellow horse, with an ugly look in his blue eye. 

"Beemin'Iy, yes; or some folks 'u'd ha' been kicked 
roound the pasture 'boat onct a minute sence they come 
—board er no board." 
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** But what you do not understand, if you will excuBe 
me, madam, is that the whole principle o* Bervitood, 
which includes keep an' feed, atarte from a radically 
bilse basis; an' I am proud to say that me an' the ma- 
jority o' the horses o' Eansas think the entire concern 
ahould be relegated to the limbo of exploded supersti- 
tions. I say we 're too progressive for that. I eay 
we 're too enlightened for that. 'T was good enough *s 
long 'g we did n't think, but naow— but naow— a nev 
loominary has arisen on the horizoni " 

*' Heauin' youl " said the Deacon. 

*' The horses o' T?'«™»fu» are behind me with their mul- 
titoodinous thunderin' hooves, an' we say, simply but 
grandly, that we take our stand with all four feet on the 
inalienable rights of the horse, pure and simple,— the 
high-toned child o' nature, fed by the same wavin' 
grass, cooled by the same ripplin' brook,— yes, an* 
wanned by the same gen'rous sun as falls impartially 
on the outside an' the Inside of the pampered machine o' 
the trotttn'-track, or the bloated coup4-horees o' thebo 
yere Eastern dtiee. Are we not the same flesh and 
bloodf* 

" Not by a bushel an' a half," said the Deacon, under 
his breath. " Orandee never was in Kansas." 

" ICyl Ain't that el^iant, though, abaout the wavin' 
grass an' the ripplin* brookst " Tuck whispered in Nip's 
ear. " The gentleman 's real convincin', / think." 

" I say we are the same flesh an* bloodi Are we to 

be separated, horse from horse, by the artificial barriers 

of a trottin'-record, or are we to look down upon each 

other on tiie strength o' the gifts o' nature— an exti7 
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inch below the knee, or slightly more powerful quarterat 
What 'b the use o' them advantages to yout Uau the 
Oi^ireeatn- comes along, an' sees jou "re likely an' good- 
lookin', an' grinds you to Qie face o' the earth. What 
fort For bis own pleasure: for his own convenieooel 
Toung an' old, black an' bay, white an' grey, tbwe 'a 
no distinctions made between us. We 're ground iq> 
together under tba remorseless teeth o' the engines of 



"Guess his breechin^ must ha' looke goin' daown- 
hill," said the Deacon. "Shppery road, maybe, an' the 
buggy come outer him, an' he did nt know ^tough to 
hold back. That dont feel tike teeth, though. Maybe 
he busted a shaft, an' it pricked him." 

"An' I orane to you from Kansas, wavin' the tail o' 
friendship to all an' sundry, an' in the name of the un- 
counted miltione o' pure minded, high-toned horses now 
stru^^' towards the light o' freedom, I say to you, 
Bub noses with us in our sacred an' holy cause. The 
power is*younL Without you, I say, Man the Oppres- 
sor cannot move himself from place to place. Without 
you he cannot reap, he cannot sow, he cannot plough." 

"Mighty odd place, Kansas!" said Marcus Aurelius 
Antoninus: "Seeminly they re^ in the spring an' 
plou^ in the fall 'Guess it 's right f er them, but 
it would make me kinder giddy." 

"The produc's of your untirin' industry would rot 
on 'the ground if you did not weakly cousent to help 
him. Let 'em rot, I sayt Let him call you to the 
stables in vain an' nevermore I Let him shake bis 
CDsnarin' oats under your noes in vain I Lrt the Brah- 
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mas Tooet in the bugg7, an' the rats run riot rotmd the 
reaper! Let him walk on bis two hind feet till tbej 
blame well drop off I Win no more aoul-destroyin' 
racee for hie pleasure t Then, an' not till then, will 
Uan the Oppressor know where he 'b at. Quit workin', 
f dlow-suffercTB an' elavee ! Kick I Bear! Phinj^t Lie 
down on the shafts, an' woller! Smash an' destroyi 
The conflict wHl be but short, an' the victory is certain. 
Aiter that we can press our inalienable rights to eight 
quarts o' oats a day, two good blankets, an' a fly-net 
an' the beet a' stablin*." 

The yellow horee shut his yellow teeth with a tri- 
umphant snap ; and Tuck said, with a sigh : " Seems 'a 
if Bomethin' ought to be done. Don't seem right, some- 
how, — oppressin' us an' all, — to my way o' thinkin'." 

Said Uuldoon, in a far-away and sleepy voice : " Who 
in Vermtmt 's goin' to haul de JnalienaMe oatst Dey 
weigh like Sam Hill, an' siz^ bushd at dat allowance 
aint goin' to last free weeks here. An' dere 's de 
winter hay for five mont's I " 

" We can settle those minor details when the great 
cause is won," said the yellow hotse. "Let us return 
simply but grandly to our inalienable rights— t^e rif^t 
o' freedom on these yere verdant biUs, an' no invijjus 
distinctions o' track an' pedigree." 

"What in stables 'jer call an invijjua distinction t" 
said the Deacon, stiffly. 

"Fer one thing, bein' a bloated, pampered trotter 
jest becaiise you happen to be raised that way, an' 
could nt no more help trottin' than eatin'." 

" Do ye know anythin' about trotters?" said the Deacon. 
[63] 
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"I 'ye seen 'em trot. That was enough for me. I 
don't want to know any more. TrottJn' '8 immoraL" 

" Waal, I '11 tell you this much. They dont bloat, an' 
they don't pamp — much. I dont hold out to be no 
trotter myself, though I am free to say I had hopes that 
way — onct. But I do say. fer I 've seen 'em trBined, 
that a trotter don't trot with his feet, he trots with 
his head ; an' he does more work— ef you know what 
that is— ui a week than you er your sire ever done in 
all your lives. He 's everlastingly at it, a trotter is ; 
an' when he is n't, he 's studyin' haow. You eeaa 'em 
trot? Uuch you her I You was hitched to a rail, back 
o' the stand, in a huckhoard with a soap-box nailed on 
the slats, on' a frowey bulTly atop, while your man 
peddled rum fer lemonade to Uttle boys as thought they 
was actin' manly, till you was both run off the track 
and jailed— you intoed, shufflin', sway-backed, wind- 
suckin' akate, you ! " 

"Don't get bet up. Deacon," said Tweezy, quietly. 
" Now, Buh, would you consider a fox toot, an' single- 
foot, an' rack, an' pace, an' amble, distinctions not 
worth distinguishin' I I aasuah you, gentlemen, there 
was a tune befo' I was afflicted in my bip, if you 'II 
paidon me, Miss Tuck, when I was quite celebrated in 
Paduky for (dl those gaits; an' in my opinion the Dea- 
con 's co'rect when he says that a ho'se of any positi<m 
in society gets hia gaits hy his haid. an' not by- his, ah, 
limhe. Miss Tuck. I reckon I 'm very little good now, 
but I 'm rememherin' the things I used to do befo' I 
took to transpotin' real estate with the help and assis- 
tance of this gentleman here." He looked at Uuldoon 
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" Invijjiu arterficial hiud-lflga I " said the ez-oar-horse, 
with a grunt of contempt. " On de Bdt line we don't 
reckon no horse wuth his keep 'less he kin ewitch de 
car off back, nin her round on de cobbles, an' dump 
her in ag*in ahead o' de truck what's blockin' liim. 
Deie is a wa^ o' swinging y er quarters when de driver 
says, ' Yank her out, boTs I " dat takes a year to learn. 
Onct yer git ontw it, yoiue kin yank a c^ile-car outer 
a manbc^ I dont advertise myself for no drcus- 
horee, but I knew dat trick better than most, an' dey 
was good to me in de stables, fer I saved time on de 
Belt — an' time's what dey hunt in N' York." 

" But the simple child o' nature — " the yellow horse 
b^;an. 

"Oh, go an' unscrew your Bplinte! You 're talkin' 
through yer bandages," said Ifuldoon, with a horse- 
laugh. "Dete aint no loose-box for de simple child o* 
nature on de Belt line, wid de Paris comin' in an' de 
Teutonic goin' out, an' de trucks an de coup48 sayin' 
things, an' de heavy freight movin' down for de Boston 
boat 'bout free o'clock of an August afternoon, in de 
middle of a hot wave when de fat Kanucks an' Western 
horses drops deed on the block. De simple child o' 
nature had better chase himself inter de water. EN-ery 
man at de aid of his lines is mad or loaded or silly, an' 
de cop 's madder an' loadeder an' sillier than de rest. 
D^ aU take it outer de horsea Dere is no wavin' 
brooks ner ripplin' grass on de Belt Line. Bun her 
out on de cobbles wid de sparks flyia' an' stop when 
de cop slugs you on de bone o' yer nose. Dat 's 
IT York; see!" 
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" I was alwayB bdd B'ciety in Noo Tork was drefiQe 
refined an' high-toned," said Tuck, " We "re lookin' to 
go there one o' these days, Nip an' me." 

" Oh, you wont see no Belt bustnesB where you 11 go, 
mifls. De man dat wants you 'II want you bad, an' 
he '11 summer you on Long Island er at Newport, wid a 
winky-pinky silver hamees an' an English coachman. 
You '11 make a star-hitch, you an' yer brother, miss. 
But I guess you won't have no nice smooth bar bit. 
Dey checks 'em, an dey bangs deir tails, an' dey bits 
'em, de city folk, an' dey says it 's English, ye know, 
and dey darseo't cut a horee loose 'ca'se o' de copa 
N* York 's no place fer a horse, 'leas he's on de Belt, on' 
can go round wid the boys. Wisht / was in de Fire 
Department I " 

" But did you never stop to consider the d^;radin' 
servitood of it all ?" said the ydlow horse. 

"You dont stop on the Belt, cully. You *» stopped. 
An' we was all in de servitood business, man an' hotse, 
an' Jimmy dat sold de papers. Quess de passengera 
were n't out to grass neither, by de way dey acted. I 
done my turn, an' I "m none o' Bamum's crowd; but any 
horse dat's worked on de Belt four years don't train 
wid no simple child o' nature — not by de whole length 
o' N' York." 

"But can it be possible that with your experience, 
and at your time of life, you do not believe that all 
horsee are free and equal I " said the yellow horse. 

"Not till they "re dead," Uuldocm answered quietly. 
*'An' den it depends on de gross total o' buttons an' 
mucilage dey gits outer youse at Barren Island." 
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"They tell me you 're a prominoit phfloBopher." 
The yellow iKffse turned to Harciu, "Out you deny a 
beaio and pivotal statement such aa thia I " 

"I don't deny anythin'," said Marcus Aiueliua An- 
toninuB, cantiouflly; 'but-ef you aat me, I should any 
*t wus more diflermt aorta o' clipped oats of a lie than 
anythin' I Ve bad my t«eth into sense I ivuz foaled." 

"Are you a horse? "said the yellow horse. 

" ntem that knows me beet low I am." 

" Aint 7a horse t " 

"Yep; one kind oL" 

"Then aint you an' me equalt" 

"How fer kin you go in a day to a loaded buggy, 
dxawin' five hundred pounds t " Marcus asked carelessly. 

"That has nothing to do with the case," the yellow 
boTse answered excitedly. 

" There % nothing I know hea more to do with the 
case," Marcus replied. 

"Kin ye yank a full car outer de tracks ten timea 
in de momin' ? " said Muldoon. 

" Kin ye go to Eeene— forty-two mile in an aftemomi 
— with a mate," said Rick, "an' turn out bright an' 
early next momin' t" 

"Was there evah any time iu your careah, suh— I 
am not referrin' to the present circumstanocs, but our 
mutual glorious past—when you could carry a pretty 
ffA to market hahnsome, an' let her knit all the way on 
account o' the smoothBoss o' the motion T " said Tweezy. 

"Kin you keep your feet through the West Bivw 

Bridge, with the narrer-gage comln' in on one side, an' 

the Montreal flyer the other, an' the old bridge teeterln' 
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betweenf " said the Deacon. " Ein jrou put your noas 
down on the cow-catcher of a locomotiTe vh«i you 're 
waitin' at the depot an' let 'em play ' Curfew titall not 
ring to-night ' with the big brass bellt " 

" Kin you hold back when the brichin' breaks! Kin 
you stop fer cmlera when your ni^ hind 1% 's over your 
trace an' ye feel good of a frosty momin'l " said Nip, 
who had only learned that trick last winter, and thought 
it was the crown <rf horsely knowledge. 

"Tnuit 'h the use o' talkin't" said Tedda Gabler, 
■oomfully. " What kin ye do I " 

" I rely on my simple rights— the inalienable rights 
o' my unfettered horsehood. An' I am proud to say 
I have never, since my flrat shoes, lowered myself to 
obayin* the will o' num." 

'" 'ICust ha' had a heap o' whips broke over yer 
yaller back," said Tedda. "Hev ye found it paid 
any?" 

"Sorrer has been my portion since the day I was 
foaled. Kows an' boots an' whips an' insults— injury, 
outrage, an' oppreesioD. I would not endoor the d»- 
giadiu' badges o' servitood thai connect us with the 
buggy an' the farm-wagon." 

" It 's amazin' difficult to draw a buggy 'thout traces 
er collar er breast-Btnq>eT somefin'," said Marcus. " A 
Power-machine for sawin' wood is 'most the only thing 
there 's no straps to. I 've hdped saw 's much as 
three cord in an afternoon in a Power-machine, Slep% 
too, most o' the time, I did; but 't ain't half as in- 
tersstin' ez goin' daown-taown in the Concord." 

" Oonoord don't hendo: you goin' to sleep aaj," asU 
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ISip. " Ky throat-laah t D'yourememberwheDyoulay 
down in the sharves laet week, waitin' at the pianat " 

" PBbawi That did n't hurt the afaarrea. They vns 
good an' wide, an' I lay down keerful. The folks kep' 
me hitched up nigh an hour 'fore they started; an' 
laifed— why, they all hut lay down themselves with 
larfin'. Say, Boney, if you 've got to he hitched to any* 
thing that goes on wheds, you 'to got to be hitched 
mth Bomefln'." 

" Oo an* jine a circuB," said Moldoon, " an* walk on 
your bind legs. All de honMS dat knows too mxieb to 
wotk [he pronounced it " woik," New York taahicm] 
jine de circus.*' 

"I am not sayin' anytbin' again' work," said the 
yellow horse; " work is the finest thing in the world." 

" 'Seems too fine fer some of us," Tedda snorted. 

" I mily ask that each hone should work for himself, 
an' enjoy the profit of his labours. Let him work intelli- 
gently, an' not as a machine." 

" There ain't no horse that works like a machine," 
UarcuB b^aii. 

" There 's no way o' workin' that does n't mean goin' 
to pole or single— they never put me in the Fowar-ma- 
chine-'er under saddle," said Bick. 

" Oh, shucksl We 're talkin' same ez we graze," said 
Nip, "raound an' raound in cirdee. Bod, we hain't 
heard from you yet, an' you 've more know-how than 
any span here." 

Bod, the ofF-horse of the pair, had been standing with 
one hip lifted, like a tired cow; and you could only tell 
by Ae quick flutter of the haw across hie eye, from 
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tims to time, Uiat be vos ftLjiag any attentkni to tlM 
sifpimMit. He thrust his jaw out Bidewise, as bis babit 
is when be pulls, and changed bis leg. His voice was 
hard and heavy, and his ears were dose to bis big, pbtin 
Hambletooian head. 

" How old are yout " he said to the yellow horse. 

" Nigh thirtemi, I guess." 

" Heao age; ugly age; I 'm gettin' titat way myaeU. 
How long her ye been pawia' this flre-fai^ed stable- 
Uttert" 

" If you mean my principles, I 've held 'em sence Z 
was three," 

"Heaa age; ugly age; teeth give heaps o' trouble 
then. 'Set a colt to actin' crazy fer a while. Fou 've 
Icep' it up, seemin'ly. D* ye talk much to your neigh- 
bors fer a steady thing? " 

" I uphold tiie principles o' the Cause whererer I am 
pastured." 

" 'Done a heap o' good, I guess) " 

" I am proud to say I have taught a few of my oran- 
panions the principles o' freedom an' liberty." 

" Ueanin' they ran away er kicked when Oiey got 
the chanstt " 

"I was talkin' in the abstrac', an' not in the 0(ni> 
Crete. Uy teachin's educated tiiem," 

" What a horse, specially a young borse, bears in As 
abstrac', he 's liable to do In the Concord. You wni 
bandied late, I preeoom." 

"Four, risin' five." 

" That 'a where tbe trouble began. Driv' by aw 
like es not— eh! " 
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" Not fer long," nid the yellow luww, with » miaijf 
of his teeth. 

" Spilled herf" 

" I heerd she nerer drove again." 

" Any diildemt " 

" Bookboards full of 'em." 

"Ken toot" 

" I have shed conside'ble men in my time." 

"By tickin'!" 

" Any way that come along. Fallin' back over the 
daah is as handy as moot." 

' ' They must be turr'ble afraid o' you daown-taownt " 

"Tliey 've sent me here to get rid o' me. I gueae 
th^ spend their time talkin' over n^ campaigna." 

" Jwanter know] " 

" Yes, n>. Now, all you gentlemen have aaked me 
what I can do. I '11 juat ahow you. See them two 
fallen lyin' down by the buggyl " 

"Y^; one of 'em owna me. T' other htoka me," 
said Bod. 

" Qet 'em out here in the <^en, an' I 'U show you 
something. Lemme hide bock o' you peoples, so 's they 
w(«t't see what I 'm at." 

" Ueanin' tet kill 'emi " Bod drawled. Ihere was a 
shudder of honor through the others; but the yellow 
hone never noticed. 

" I '11 catch 'em by the back o' the neck, an' pfle> 
drive 'em a piece, niey can suit 'emselvee about Uvin' 
whan I 'm through with 'em." 

** Should n't wonder ef they did," said Bod. 

The ydlow horse had hidden himself very deveriy 
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behind the others as th^ stood in a sroup, and mui 
swaying his head cloee to the ground with a ourious 
scythe-like motion, looking Bideiwise out of his wicked 
eyes. You can never mistake a man-«ater getting 
ready to knock a man down. We had bad one to pas- 
ture the year before. 

"Beethatt" said my companion, turning over on the 
pine-needles. " Nice for a woman walking 'crosB lots, 
would nt it bel" 

"Bring 'em outi" said the yellow horse, hunching 
his sharp back. " There 's no chance among them tall 
trees. Bring out the— oh 1 Ouch t " 

It was a right-and-left kick from Muldoon. I had 
no idea that the old car-horse could lift so quitddy. 
Both blows caught the yellow horse full and fair in the 
ribs, and knocked the breath out of him. 

"What 'b that fort" he said angrily, when he re- 
covered himsdf; but I noticed he did not draw any 
nearer to Huldoon tfaan was necessary. 

Muldoon never answered, but discoursed to himself 
in the whinii^ grunt that he uses when he is going 
down-hill in front of a heavy load. We call it singing; 
but I think it 's something much worse, really. The 
yellow horse blustered and squealed a little, and at last 
said that, if it was a horse-fly that had stung Huldoon, 
he would acc^t an apology. 

"You'll get it," said Muldoon, "in the sweet by-aod- 
bye — all de apology you Ve any use for. Excuse me 
intemiptin' you, Mr, Rod, but I "ra like Tweezy— I Ve 
a Southern drawback in me hind l^!;s." 

" Naow, I want you all here to take notice, and you 11 
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leem oomettung," Bod irent <m. "This yaller-backed 
skate comee to our pastur' — " 

" Not havin' paid his board," put in Tedda. 

" Not bavin' earned hla board, an' talks smooth to ub 
abaout tipplin' brooks an' wavin' grass, an' his high- 
toned, pure-eouled horaahood, irhicb dont bender him 
f; h<y1<<iTi ' women an' ohildem, an' fnllin ' over the ria«h 
ontar men. You heard his talk, an' you thought it 
mi^tf fine, some o' you." 

Tuqk looked guilty here, but she did not say any- 

" Bit by tdt he goes on eis you have beard." 

"I was talkin' in the abstrao'," said the yellow horse, 
in an altered voice. 

" Abstrao* be switched I Ee I Ve said, it 's this yer 
blamed abstrac' hiininftifi that makes the young uns 
cut up in the OonoOTd ; an' abstrac' or no abstrao'. he 
crep' on an' on till he oome to Idllin' plain an' sbaight 
— Inii'"' them as never draie him no harm, jest beca'se 
titt^ owned horses." 

"An' knowed how to manage 'em," said Tedda. 
"That makes it worse." 

" Waal, he did nt kill 'em anyway," said Harcus. 
" He 'd ha' been baU killed ef he had tried." 

"Makee no differ," Bod answered. "He meant to, 
an'^ he bad nt— s'poae we want the Back Pasture 
turned into a btffin'-ground on our only day er restl 
'8'poee we want our men walkin' round with iAta er 
lead inpe an' a twitch, an' their hands full o' stones to 
throw at UB, same 's if we wua hogs er hooky keows ? 
More 'n that, leavin' out Tedda here— an' I guess it 'a 
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more hsr maouth f-lia» her manners stands in hor light 
— there ain't a horse ou this farm that aint a woman's 
horse, an' proud of it. An' this yer bog-apavined Kan- 
sas simfloww goes up an' daowa the length o' the coun- 
try, traded off and traded on, boaatin' as be 'a ahed 
wonLNi— an' cbildero. I don't say as a woman in a 
buggy ain't a fool. I don't say as she ain't the lastin'est 
kind er fool, ner I dont say a child ain't worse — spat- 
tin' tlie lines an' standin' up an' h(dlerin' — but I do say, 
t ain't none of our busineas to shed 'em daowu the road. " 

"We dont," said the Deawoi. "The babytried to 
git some o' my tail for a sooveoeer last fall when I was 
op to the baouse, an' I did n't kick. Boney's talk aint 
goin' to hurt us any. We ain't colts." 

" theii 's what you think. Bimeby you git into a tight 
comer, 'Lection day er Valley Fair, like 's not, daown- 
toown, when you "re all bet an' latbery, an' pestered 
with flies, on' thirsty, an' sick o' bein' worked in an' 
aout 'tween buggies. Then somethin' whispers inside o' 
your winkers, briogin' up all that talk dbaout aervitood 
an' inalienable truck an' sech like, an' jest then a Hilitia 
gun goes off, er your wheels hit, an'— waal, you 'r© only 
another hoise es cant be trusted. I Ve been there 
time an' again. Boys— fer I 're seen you all bought 
er broke— on my aolemn repitation fer a tliree-tninat« 
clip, I aint givin' you no bran-maah o' my own flxin'. 
I "m tellin' you my experiences, an' I 've had ez heavy 
a load an' ez high a check 'a any horse here. I wui 
bom with a splint on my near fore ez big 's a walnut, 
an' the cussed, three-cornered Hambletonian temper 
that sours up an' curdles daown ez you git older. I We 
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fovoured my spliut ; ereu little Rick he dont know what 
it 'b cost me to keep my end up aometimes ; an' I Ve fit 
mj temper in stall and banieeB, hitched up an' at pas- 
ture, till the sweat trickled <dt my hooves, an* they 
thought I wuE off condition, an' drenched me." 

"When my affliction came," said Twee^. gently, "I 
was very near to loain' my manners. Allow me to ex- 
tend to you my sympa&y, sub." 

Bick said nothing, but be looked at Bod curiously. 
Bick is a sunny -tempered child, who uever bears malice, 
and I don't think he quite understood. He gels his 
temper from his mother, as a borse should. 

"I 've been there too. Rod," said Tedda. "Opeu 
coufeesioa 's good for the soul, au' all Monroe County 
knows I 've had my experriencee." 

"But if you will excuse me, sub, that pusson" — 
Tweezy looked unspeakable things at the yellow hone— 
" that pusson who has insulted our ioteUigencee comes 
from Kansas. An' what a ho'se of his position, an' 
Kansas at that, says caiuiot. by any stretch of the 
baiter, concern gentiemen of our position. There 's no 
shadow of equal'ty, sub, not even for odb kick. He 's 
beneath our contempt." 

"Let him talk," said Harcus. "It "s always in- 
ter«<tin' to know what another horse thinks. It dont 
tech us," 

"An' be talks so, too," said Tuck. "I Ve never 
beard anythbi' ao smart for a long time." 

Aipiin Rod stuck out bis jaws sidewise, and went on 
slowly, as though be were slugging on a jAain bit at the 
end of a thirty-mile drive : 
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"I want all you here ter imdentand thet ther aint 
no Eanaas, uer no Kentucky, ner yet ao Yemumt, in 
our buamees. There 'b jeet two klod o' hone in the 
United Btates—them ez can an' will do their wwk after 
bein' properly broke an' handled, an' them aa wont. 
I 'm sick an' tired o' this everlastin* tail-switchin' an' 
wlckeriu' abaout one State er another. A horse kin be 
proud o' his State, an' swap lies abaout it in stall or 
when he 's hitched to a block, ef he keers to put in fly- 
time that wt^ ; but he hain't no right to let that pride 
o' hisn interfere with his work, ner to make it an ex- 
cuse fer olaimin' he 's different. That 's colts' talk, an' 
don't you fergit it, Tweezy. An', Uarcus, you remem- 
ber that bein' a philoeopber, an' anxious to save trouble, 
—fer you ar«— dont excuse you from jumpin' with 
all your feet on a slack-jawed, crazy clay-bank like 
Boney here. It 's leavin' 'em alone that gives 'em their 
chance to ruin colts an' kill folks. An', Tuck, waal, 
you 're a mare anyways— but when a horse comes 
along an' covers up all bis talk o' killin' with ripplin' 
brooks, en' wavin' grass, an' eight quarts of oats a day 
free, after killin' his man, don't you be run away with 
by his yap. You 're too young an' too nervous." 

" 1 11—1 Tl have nervous prostration sure ef there *% 
a fight here," said Tuck, who saw what was in Bod's 
eye ; " I 'm— I 'm that sympathetic I 'd run away clear 
to next caounty." 

"Tep; I know that kind o' sympathy. Jest lasts 
long enough to start a fuss, an' then lights aout to make 
new trouble. I hain't been ten years in harness fer 
nuthin'. Naow, we 're goin' to keep school with Boney 
fer a spell." 
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" Saj, look a-hwe, you ain't gdn' to hurt me, an 
yout Bemembw, I belong to a man in town," oried 
the ydlow hone, lueasily. Huldoon kept behind him 
00 that he oould not run a.-wa,j. 

" I know it. There must be some pore delooded fool 
in this State has a right to the looee end o' your hitohin'- 
Bttap. I 'm blame Borry for him, but he shall her hit 
rig^tB when we 're through with you," aaid Bod. 

" If it 'b all the Bame, gentlmnen, I 'd rutiier change 
pasture. Quess I '11 do it now." 

"Osn't always have your 'drutbera. Guess you 
won't," said Bod. 

" But look a-here. All ot you ain't bo Uama un- 
friendly to a stranger. 8'pose we count noeoB." 

" Vhat in Yermont fert " said Bod, putting up his 
eyebrowB. The idea of Bettling a question by counting 
nosee is the very last thing that ever enters the head of 
a well-broken horse. 

"Tb see how many 's on my side. Here 'b MIbb 
Tuck, anyway; an' Colonel Tweezy yonder 'b neutxal; 
an' Judge Uarcus, an' I gueea the Reverend [the yellow 
horse meant the Deacon] mi^t see that I had my rights. 
He 's the likeheet-lookin' trotter I 're ever set eyes on. 
Fshaw, boysl You ain't goin' to pound ma, be yout 
Why, we 've gone round in pasture, all colts together, 
this month o' Sundays, hain't we, as biendly as could 
be. There ain't a horse alive— I don't care who he Is— 
hasahigheropiniono'you,Ur. Bod, thanlhave. Let's 
do it fair an' true an' above the exe. Let 'a count noses 
same's they do In Kansas." Here he dropped his voice 
a little and turned to Harcus: " Say, Judge, there 's 
sonts green food I know, bade o* tte brook, no one 
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balnH touched yet. After this Uttle /huxw ia fixed up. 
you an' me 'U make up a party an' 'tend to it." 

Uarcufl did not answer for a long time, then he said: 
" Then 'a a pup up to the haouse 'bout eight weeks old. 
Ete 'U yap till he gits a lickin', an' what be sees it 
comin' he lies on his back, an' yowls. But he don't go 
through no drftifuous noee-countin' first. I 've seen a 
noo li^t soice Bod spoke. You '11 better stand up to 
what 's served. I 'm goin' to phOoeophize all over your 

" I 'm goin' to do yer up in brown paper," said Uul- 
doon. " I can fit you on apcdogies." 

" Hold on. E£ we all bified you now, these same men 
you 've been bo dead anxious to kill 'u'd call ub off. 
OuesB we '11 wait till they go back to the haouse, an' 
you '11 have time to think cool an' quiet," said Bod. 

"Have you no respec' whatever fer the dignity o' 
our common horsehoodt " the yellow horse squealed. 

" Nary respec' onless the horse kin do something. 
America 's paved with the kind er horse you are— jist 
plain yaller-dog horse— waitln' ter be whipped inter 
shape. We call 'em yearlings an' ocdts when (hey 're 
young. When they 're aged we pound 'em— in this 
pastur'. Horse, sonny, is what you start &om. We 
know all about horse hore, an' he ain't any hig^-toned, 
pure-Bouled child o' nature. Horse, plain horse, same 
es you, is chock-full o' tricks, an' meaimeeses, an' 
cussedneeses, an* shirkin's, an' monkey-shines, which 
he 's Xook over from his sire an' his dam, an' tbickeued 
up with his own special fancy in the way o' goin* 
crooked. Thet 's horse, an' thet 's about his dignity an* 
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tiie size of his soul 'fore he 's been broke an' rawhided 
a piece. Now we ain't goin' to give ornery unflwitched 
hone, that hain't done nawthin' wuth a quart of oats 
sence he wus foaled, pet names that would be good 
enough fer Nancy Hanks, or Alix, or Directum, who het). 
Don't you try to back off acrost tiiem rocks. Wait 
where you are I Ef Ilet my Hambletonian temper git 
the better o' me I 'd fraule you out finer than rye- 
Bbraw inaide o' three minutes, you woman-scarin', 
kid-killin', dash-breakin', unbroke, unshod, ungaited, 
pastur'-h<^gin', aaw-backed, shark-mouthed, hair- 
trunk-thrown-in-in-trade son of a bronoo an' a aewin'- 



"I think we 'd better get home," I said to n^ com- 
panion, when Bod had finished; and we climbed into the 
coup6, Tedda whinnying, as we bumped over the ledges: 
" yieil, I 'm dreffle sorry I can't stay fer the sociaUe; 
butlhope an' trust my friends '11 take a ticket fer me." 

" Bet your natchull " said Muldoon, cheerMty, and 
the horses scattered before us, trotting into the laTine. 

Next morning we sent back to the livery-stable what 
was left of the yellow horse. It seemed tired, but anx- 
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IT wu her first Toyage, and thou^^ she was but a 
cary>-rteamer of twenty-five hundred tone, she was 
tiie very best of her kind, the outcome of fort^ je&n of 
acperiiOQBts and improTements in framework and ma- 
chinery { and her designers and owner thou^t as much 
of her as though ahe had been the Lueania. Any ana 
can make a floating hotd that will pay expenses, if he 
puts enough money into the saloon, and charges tor pri- 
Tate baths, suites of rooms, and such liko) but in these 
days of competition and low freights every square inch 
of a cai^o-boat must be built for cheapness, great hold- 
capacity, and a certain steady speed. This boat was, 
perhaps, two hundred and forty feet long and thirty- 
two feet wide, with arrangements that enabled her to 
carry cattle on her main and sheep on her upper deck 
If she wanted to^ but her great gloiy was the amount 
of cargo that she could store away in her holds. Her 
owners— tiiey were a very well-known Scotch firm- 
came roimd with her from the north, where she had 
been launched and christened and fitted, to Liverpool, 
where she was to take cargo for New York; and the 
owner's daughter, lliss Frazier, went to and £n> on 
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the dean decks, admiring the new paint and the brass 
work, and the patent winches, and particularly the 
strong, straight bow, over which she had cracked a 
bottle of champagne when she named the steamer the 
Dimbula. It was a beautiful September afternoon, and 
the boat in all her newness— she was painted lead-colour 
with a red funnel— looked very fine indeed. Her house- 
Qag was fifing, and her whistle from time to time 
acknowledged the salutes of friendly boats, who saw 
that she was new to the High and Narrow Sees and 
wished to make her welcome. 

"And now," said Uias Frazier, delightedly, to the 
captain, "she 's a real ship, is n't shet It seems only 
the other day &ther gave the order for her, and now — 
and now— is nt she a beauty)" The giii was proud of 
the firm, and talked as though she were the controlling 
partner. 

"Oh, she 's no so bad," the skipper replied cau- 
tiously. "But I 'm sayin' that it takes more than 
c^ulstenin' to mak' a ship. In the nature o' things. 
Miss Fnuaer, if ye follow me, she 's just irons and 
rivets and plates put into the form of a ship. She has 
to find herself y^" 

"I thought father said she was exceptionally well 
found." 

"So she is," said the skipper, with a laugh. "But 
it 's this way wi' ships, Uiss Frazier. She 'a all here, 
but the parrts of her have not learned to work together 
yet Tb^ Ve had no chance." 

"The engines are wtn-king beautifully. I can hear 
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" Yea, indeed. But there '8 more than engmes to a 
ship. Every inch of her, ;e 11 underatand, has to be 
livened up and made to work wi' its neighboiuN-fiweet- 
enin' her, we call it, technically." 

"And how will you do it I " the girl asked. 

" We can no more than drive and steer her and so 
forth ; but if we have rough weather this trip — it 's 
likely— she 11 leam the rest by heart! For a ship, 
ye 11 obeairve, Miaa Frazier, is in no sense a reegld 
body closed at both ends. She "s a highly complex 
structure o' various an' oonflictin' stnuns, wi' tissues 
that must give an' tak' according to her personal modu- 
lus of dasteed^." ICr. Bu ch ana n , the chief engineer, 
was coming towards them. "I'msayin'toUiBsFraner, 
here, that our little DimMa has to be sweetened yet, 
and nothin' but a gale will do it. How 'a all wi' your 
engines, Buck!" 

"Well enoughr-true by plumb an' rule, o' course; 
but there "s no spontaneeity yet" He turned to the 
girl. " Take my word. Miss Frazier, and maybe ye 11 
comprehend later ; even after a pretty girl 's christened 
a ship it does not follow that there 's such a thing as a 
ship underthe men that work her." 

" I was sayin' the very same, Ur. Buchanan," the 
skipper interrupted. 

" That 's more metai^ysical than I can follow," said 
Hiss Fraeier, laughing. 

"Why sot Ye 're good Scotch, an'— I knew your 

mother's father, he was fra' Dumfries— ye Ve a vested 

ri^t in metapheesics, Hiss Frazier, just as ye have in 

the Dimbttla," Uie engineer said. 
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" Eh, Trail, we muet go down to tbe deep vattets, an' 
earn Miss Frazier her deevideada. Will you not oome 
to my cabin for teat " said the skipper. " We 'II be In 
dock ibe night, and when you 're goin' back to Olaagie 
ye can think of ub loadin' her down an' drivin* her 
forth— all for your sake." 

I In the next few days they stowed some four thou- 
sand tons dead weight into the Dimbula, and took her 
out from LiTerpool. As soon as she met the lift of the 
opm water, she naturally b^;an to taJk. If you lay 
your ear to the side of the cabin, the next time you are 
in a steamer, you will hear hundreds of Uttle voices in 
eveiry direction, t*'"^i'"c and buzzing, and whispering 
and popping, and gur gling and sobbing nnrt squeaking 
exactly like a telephone in a thunder-storm. Wooden 
ship! shriek and growl and grunt, but iron vessels 
throb and quiver through all their hundreds of tibe 
and thousands of rivets. The Dimbuia was very 
strongly built, and every piece of her bad a letter or 
a number, or both, to describe it; and every piece had 
been hammered, or forged, or rolled, or punched by 
man, and bad lived in the roar and rattle of the ship- 
yard for months. Therefore, every piece had Its own 
separate voice, in exaot proportion to the amount of 
trouble spent upon it Cast-iron, as a rule, says very 
little; but mild steel plates and wrought-iron, and ribs 
and beams that have been much bent and welded 
and riveted, talk continuously. Their conversation, of 
oourse, is not half oi wise as our human talk, because 
they are all, though they do not know it, bound down 
one to the othw in a black darkness, where they cannot 
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tdl what Is bappeniog near them, nor what will over- 
take them next. 

Ab soon 88 she had cleared the Irish coast, a sulleUf^ 
grey-headed di wave of the Atianticydimbed laJBtrely '^ 
over h^ straight hows, and sat down on the steam- 
capstan used for hauling up the anchor. Now the 
capstan and tiie engine that drove it^had been newly 
painted red and graen; beddea which, nobody Ukea 



" DonH you do that again," Om ci4)etan gpsiOeoA 
throogb the teedi of his cog». " HII Where 's the 
fdlow goneT " 

The wave bad slouched overside with a plop and a 
chQcUei hut " Plenty more where he came from," said 
a brother-wave, and went throu^ and over the capstan, 
who was Jbolt^ firmly to an iron plate on the inm deck- 
beams below. 

" CanH you keep still up there t " said the deck-beams. 
" What 'a the matter with yout One minute you weigh 
twice as much as you ought to, and the next you 
don't I" 

" It is n't my fault," said the capstan. ** There 'a a 
green brute outside that comes and hits me ou tiie 
bead." 

"Tell that to the shipwrights. You 've been in 
position fcff months and you 've never wriggled like 
this before. If you are n't careful you '11 strain ua." 

•' Talking of strain," said a low, rasping, unpleasant 
voice, " are any of you fellows— you deck-beams, we 
mean— aware that those exceedingly ugly knees of 
yours happen to be riveted into our structure— ours f" 
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" Vho might 70U bet " tha dedr-beams inquired. 

"01i,nob6dyinparticalar,"wa8theanswer. "We're 
onlr the port and Btarboaid upper-deck stringers; and 
if 70U penist in heaving and hiking like this, we ahaU 
be reluctantly oompelled to take steps." 

Now the stringers of the ship are long iron girders, sc 
I to Q>eak, that run lengthways from stem to bow. Th^ 
: keep the iron framea (what are called ribs in a wooden 
j ship) in place, and also help to hold the ends of the deck- 
, beams, which go from side to side ot the ship. Stringen 
' always oonsidertiiemBelvea most important, because th«y 
are so limg. 

" You will take steps— will youT " This was a long 
echoing rumble. It came from the frames— scores and 
scores of them, each one about eighteen inches distant 
from the next, and each rireted to the stringers in four 
places. " We think you will have a certain amount of 
trouble in that " ; and thousands and thousands of the 
little rivets that held ererything together whispered; 
"You will. You Willi Stop quivering and be quiet. 
Hold on, brethren! Hold on I Hot Punches I What 's 
tbatt" 

Bivets have no teeth, so they cannot diatter wittt 
fright; but they did their best as a fluttering jar swept 
along the ship from stem to bow, and she shook like a 
rat in a terrier's mouth. 

An unusually severe pitch, for tbe sea was rising, 
had lifted the big throbbing screw nearly to the surface, 
and it was spinning round in a kind of soda-water — 
half sea and half air — going much fEtster than was 
proper, because there was no deep water for it to work 
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in. Ab it sank again, the engines— and they were triple 
expansion, ttiree cylinders in a row— enorted through all 
their ttiree pistons. " Was that a joke, you fellow out- 
sidel It 's an unconunonly poor one. How are we to 
do our work if you fly oft the handle that way? " 

" I did n't fly off the handle," said the screw, twlri- 
ing huskily at the end of the ecrew-Bhaft. " If I bad, 
you 'd have been scrap-iron by this time. The Bea 
dropped away from under me, and I had nothing to 
catch on to. That 'a all." 

** That 's all, d' you call it! " said the thrust-block, 
whose business it is to take the push of the screw; for if 
a screw had nothing to hold it back it would crawl ri^t 
into the engine-room. (It is ttie holding back of the 
screwing action that gives the drive to a ship.) " I 
know I do my work deep down and out of si^t, but I 
warn you I expect justice. All I ask for is bare justice. 
Why can't you push steadily and evenly, instead of 
whizzing like a whirligig, and making me hot under 
all my coUars." The thrust-hlock had six collars, each 
faced with brass, and he did not wish to get them heated. 

All the bearings that supported the fifty feet of screw- 
shaft as it ran to the atem whispered: " Justice— give 
us justice." 

" I can only give you what I can get," the screw 
answered. "Lookout! It 'a coming again!" 

He rose with a roar as the Dimbula plunged, and 
"whack— flack— whack— whack" went the engines, 
furiously, for they had little to check them. 

" I 'm the noblest outcome of human ingenuity— Mr. 

Buchanan says so," squealed the high-pressure cyliiw 
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der. "Tltis Is simply ridicnlousl" The piBton went 
tip savagely, and choked, for haU the steam behind it 
was mixed with dirty -water, "Hcdpl Oilerl Fitter! 
Stokerl HelpI I 'm choking," it gasped, "Never in 
the history of maritime invention has such a calami^ 
overtaken one so yomig and strong. And if I go, who 'a 
to drive the ship? " 

"Hushi oh, hushr' whispered the Steam, who, of 
course, had been to sea many times before. He used to 
i^end his leisure ashore in a cloud, or a gutter, or a 
fiower-pot, or a tbunder-stonn, or anywhere else where 
water was needed. " That 's only a little priming, a 
little carrying-over, as they call it. It '11 happen all 
olght, on and oft. I don't say it 'a nice, but it 's tiie 
best we can do under the circumstances," 

" What difference can circumstancee make? I 'm 
here to do my work— on clean, dry steam. Blow oir- 
oumstonceal " the cylinder roared. 

" The circtimstancee will attend to the blowing. I 've 
irorked on the North Atlantic run a good many times 
-it '8 going to be rough before morning." 

"It IS n't distressingly calm now," said the extra- 
strong frames— they were called web-frames— in the 
engine-room. "There 's an upward thrust that'we 
don't understand, and there 's a twist that is very bad 
for our brackete and diamond- plates, and there "s a sort 
of west-northwesterly pull, that follows the twist, 
which eeriously annoys us. We mention this because 
we happened to cost c good deal of money, and we feel 
sure that the owner would not ^>prove of our being 
treated in this frivdous way." 
[90] 
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" I 'm afraid the matter is out of owner's hands tm 
the preaent," said the Steam, alippbig into the con- 
deoMT. "You 're left to your own derices tiH the 
weather betters." 

"I irould n't mind the weather," said a flat bass 
voice below ; " it 's this confounded cargo that 's break- 
ing my heart. I 'm the garboard-strake, and I 'm twice 
as thick as most of the others, and I ought to know 



The garboard-strake is the lowest plate in the bottom 
of a ship, and tbe Dimbuid'a garboard-strake was nearly 
three-quarters of an inch mild steel. 

"The sea pushes me up in a way I should never have 
expected," the strake grunted, "and the cargo pushes 
me down, and, between the two, I don't know what 
I 'm supposed to do." 

" When in doubt, hold on," rumbled the Steam, mak- 
ing head in the boOers. 

" Tee; but there 's only dark, and c<dd, and hurry, 
down here; and how do I know whether the other 
plat^are doing tiietr duty t Those bulwark-plates up 
above, I 've heard, ain't more than five-sixteenths of an 
inch thick— scandalous, I call it," 

" I agree with you," said a huge web-frame, by the 
main cargo-hatch. He was deeper and thicker than all 
the others, and curved half-way across the ship in the 
flhiqpe of half an an^, to support the deck where deck- 
beams would have been in the way of cargo coming up 
and down. " I work entirely unsupported, and I ob- 
sarve that I am the sole strength of this veeael, so far as 
my vision extends. The responsibility, I assure you, is 
[91] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

enormous, I believe the money-value of the cargo is 
over one hundred and fif^ thousand pounds. Think 
of that I " 

" And every pound of it is dependent on my per- 
sonal ezertions." Here spoke a sea-valve that commu- 
nicated directly with the water outside, and waa aeated 
not very far from the garboard-strake. " I rejoice to 
think that I am a Prince-Hyde Valve, with beet Par& 
rubber facings. Five patents cover me— I mention this 
without pride— five separate and several patents, each 
one finer than the other. At present I am screwed fast. 
Should I open, you would immediately be swamped. 
This is incontrovertible!" 

Patent things always use the longest words they can. 
It is a trick that they pick up from their inventors, 

" That 'b news," said a big centrifugal bilge-pump. 
" I had an idea that you were employed to clean decks 
and things with. At least, I 've used you for that 
more than once. I forget the precise number, in thou- 
sands, of gallons which I am guaranteed to throw per 
hour; but I assure you, my complaining friends, that 
there is not the least danger. I alone am capable of 
clearing any water that may find its way here. By my 
Biggest Deliveries, we pitched then I ' * 

The sea was getting up in workmanlike style. It 
was a dead westerly gale, blown from under a ragged 
opening of green sky, narrowed on all sides by fat, 
grey clouds; and the wind bit like pincers as it frett«d 
the spray into lacework cm the flanks of the waves. 

" I tell you what it is," the foremast telephoned down 

its wir&-BtayB. " I 'm up here, and I can take a dis- 
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paaBionate view of things. There 'b an organued con* 
q>irac7 against us. I 'm sure of it, because every 
■ingle one of theee waves is heading directly for our 
bewB. The whole sea is concerned in it— and so 'a the 
wind. It 'b awfull " 

" What 'b awful? " said a wave, drowning the capetan 
for the hundredth time. 

" ^lis organized conspiracy on your part," the cap- 
Btsn gurgled, tnlring hin cue from the mast. 

" Organized buhbles and spindrift I There has been a 
depresBion in the QuU of Mexico. Excuse mel " Ke 
leaped overBide; but his friends took up the tale one 
after another. 

"Which has advanced—'* That wave hove green 
water over the funnel. 

" As far as Cape Hatteras^" He drenched the bridge. 

" And is now going out to sea— to sea— to seal " The 
third went out in three surges, mnlring a clean sweep of 
a boat, which turned bottom up and sank in the dco-ken- 
ing troi^;hs alongside, while the brc^en falls whipped 
the davits. 

" That 's all there is to it," seethed the white wat«r 
roating tbrough the scuppers. " There 's no animus in 
our proceedings. We 're only meteorological corol- 
laries." 

" Is it going to get any worBet" said the bow-anchor 
chained down to the deck, where he could only breathe 
once in five minutes. 

'* 'Not knowing, can't say. Wind may blow a bit by 
midnight. Thanks awfully. Oood-bye." 

Tlie wave that spoke so politely had travelled some 
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distance aft, and found iteeilf all mixed up on the deck 
mniilitt'ipif, vhich waa a well-deck gunk between high 
bulwarks. One of the bulwark-platee, which waa 
bung on hinges to open outward, had swung out, and 
passed the bulk of tlie water back to the sea again with 
a clean smack, 

" Evidently that 's what I 'm made for," said the 
plate, clodng again with a sputter of pride. " Oh, no, 
you don't, my friend! '* 

The top of a wave was trying to get in from the out> 
aide, but as the plate did not open in that direction, the 
defeated water spurted back. 

"Not bad for five-sixteentha of an inch," said the 
bulwark-plate. " My work, I see, is laid down for the 
night"; and it began opening and shutting, as it was 
designed to do, with the motion of die ship. 

" We are not what you might call idle," groaned all 
the frames tc^ether, as the Dirabula climbed a big 
wave, lay on hw side at the top, and shot into the next 
hollow, twisting in the descent. A huge swell pushed 
up exactly under her middle, and her bow and stem 
hung free with nothing to support them, llien one 
joking wave cau^^t her up at the bow, and another at 
ttie stem, while the rest of the water slunk away from 
under her just to see how she would like it; so she was 
held up at her two ends only, and the wei^t of the 
cargo and the machinery fell on the groaning iron keels 
and bilge-stringers. 

"Ease ofCI Base off, therel" roared the garfooard- 
strake. " I want one eighth of an inch fair play. D'you 
hear me, you rivetsl " 
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"Ease off] Ease offl" cried the bilge-etringrav. 
"Don't bold us so tiebt to the frames!" 

" Esse ofFi " grunted the deck-beams, as the Dimbula 
rolled fearfully. " You Ve cramped our knees into the 
gtringers, and we can't move. Ease off, you flat-headed 
little nuisances." 

Then two converging seas hit the bows, one on each 
side, and fell away in torrents of streaming thunder. 

" Ease offl " shouted the forward collision-bulkhead. 
" I want to crumple up, hut I 'm stiffened in ever; 
direction. Ease off, you dirty little forge-flliogs. Let 
me breathe I" 

All the hundreds of plates that are riveted to the 
frames, and make the outside akin of every steamer, 
echoed the call, for each plate wanted to shift and creep 
a Uttle, and each plate, according to its position, com- 
plained against the rivets. 

" We can't help itl We can't help it! " they mup 
mured in reply. " We 're put here to hold you, and 
we 're going to do it; you never pull us twice in the 
same direction. If you 'd say what you were going to 
do next, we 'd try to meet your views." 

" As far as I could feel," said the upper-deck [bank- 
ing, and that was four inches thick, " every single iron 
near me was pushing or pullii^ in oiq>osite directitma. 
Now, what 's the sense of tiiatt Hy friends, let us aD 
pull together." 

" Pull any way you please," roared the funnel, " so 

long as you don't try your experiments on me. I need 

fourteen wire ropes, all pulling in different directions, to 

bold me steady. / Is n't that sot " 
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" We beliere you, my bo7 1 " whietled th« fuimel-Btayfl 
through their clinched teeth, as they twanged in the wind 
from the top of the funnel to the decfc. 

"Nonaeneet We must all pull together," the decks 
repeated. " Pull lengthwayB." 

"Very good," said the stringers; "then stop pushii^ 
sideways when you get wet. Be content to run grace- 
fully fore and aft, and curve in at the ends as we do." 

" No— no curves at the end. A very slight workman- 
like curve from side to side, with a good grip at each 
knee, and little pieces welded on," said the deck-beams. 

"Fiddle!" cried the iron pillars of the deep, dark 
hold. " Who ever heard of curves! Stand up straight; 
be a perfectly round column, and carry tons of good 
solid weight— like thati Therel " A big sea smashed 
on bhe deck above, and the pillars stiffened themselves 
to the load. 

" Straight up and down is not nad," said the frames, 
who ran that way in the sides of th@ ship, " but you 
must also expand yourselves sideways. Ezpanmon is 
the law of life, cfaildreu. Open outi open outi " 

" Come back I " said the deck-beams, savagely, as the 
upward heave of the sea made the &ames try to open. 
" Oome back to your bearings, you slack-jawed ironsl " 

"Rigidity! Rigidityl Eigidityl" thumped the en- 
gines. " Absc^ute, unvarying rigidity— rigidityl " 
,' " You seel " whined the rivets, in chorus. " No two of 
youwilleverpullalike, and— and you blame it all onus. 
We only know how to go throu^ a plate and bite down 
on both sides so that it can't, and must n't, and eha'n't 
move." 
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" I Vfl got one fraction of an inch play, at any rate." 
Baid the (;arboard-strak:e, triumphantly. So ha had, 
and all the bottom of the ship felt the easier for it. 

"Then we "re no good," eobbed the bottom rivets- 
"We were ordered — we were ordered— never to give: 
and we 've given, and the sea will c(»ne in, and we 11 
all go to the bottom tt^ether ! First we 're blamed for 
evOTything unpleasant, and now we have n't the con- 
solation of having done our work." 

"Don't aay I told you," whispM^d the Steam, con- 
solingly, " but, between you and me and the last doud 
I came from, it was bound to happen sooner or later. 
You had to give a fraction, and you Ve given without 
knowing it. Now, hold on, as before." 

"What '8 the uset" a few hundred rivets chattered. 
" We 've given — we 've given ; and the eooner we confeaf 
that wo can't keep the ship together, and go ofF our little 
heads, tiie easier it will be. 'So rivet forged can stand 
thia attain." 

"No one rivet was ever meant to. Share it among 
you," the Steam answered. 

" The others can have my share. I 'm going to pull 
out." said a rivet in one of tJie forward plates. 

"If you go, others will follow," hissed the Steam. 
"There 'e nothing so contagious in a boat as rivets 
going. Why, I knew a litUe chap like you— he was an 
eighth of an inch fatter, though — on a steamer— to be 
sure, she was only twelve hundred tons, now I come to 
tliink of it— in exactly the same place as you are. He 
pulled out in a bit of a bobble of a sea, not half as bad 
as this, and he started all his friends on the same butt- 
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strap, and the pistes opened like a furnace door, and I 
had to climb into the nearest fog-bonk, while the boat 
wont down." 

" Now that 'b peculiarly diflgmceful," said the rivet. 
" Fatter than me, was he, and in a steamer not half our 
tonnage t Reedy little peg I I blush for the famil;, 
air." He settled himself more flrmly than ever in hie 
place, and the Steam chuckled. 

"You see," he went on, quite gravely, "a rivet, and 
especially a rivet in your position, is really the one in- 
dispensable part of the ship." 

The Steam did not say that he had whispered the very- 
same thing to every single piece of iron aboard. There 
is no sense in telling too much. 

And all that while the little Dimbtila pitched and 
chopped, and swung and slewed, and lay down as thoi^^h 
she were going to die, and got up as though she bad 
been stung, and threw her nose round and round in 
circles half a dozen times as ^e dipped, for the gale 
was at its worst It was inky black, in spite of the 
tearing white froth on the waves, wid, to top every- 
thing, the rain began to fall in sheets, so that you could 
not see your hand before your face. This did not make 
much diiference to the ironwork below, but it troubled 
the foremast a good deal 

"Now it 's all finished," he said dismally. '"Hie 
conspiracy is too strong for us. There is nothing left 
but to—" 

" Burraar/ Brrrraaah! Brrrrrrpf " roared the Steam 

through the fog-horn, till the decks quivered. " Dont 

be frightened, below. It 's only me, just tiurowing out 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

a few words, in cam any one happens to be ndling 
zound to-night." 

"You dont mean to say there 'b any one except ta 
on the eea in such weather J" said the funnel, in a 
husky snuffle. 

"Scores of 'em," said the Steam, clearing ita throa^ 
"Brrrrraaa/ Brraaaaal Prrrrpl It 's a trifle windy 
up here: and, Great BoflersI bow it rains I" 

"We "re drowning," said the scuppers. They had 
been doing nothing else all night, hut this steady thrash 
<A rain above them seemed to be the end of the world. 

"That 's all right. We 11 he easier in an hour or 
two. First the wind and then the rain. Soon you may 
make sail again t Orrraaaaaah! Drrrraaaa! Drrrp! I 
have a notion that the se» is going down already. If 
it does you 11 leam something about rolling. We "ve i^ 
only pitched till now. By the way, are nt you chaps in 
the hold a little easier than you were t " 

There was just as much groeming and straining as 
ever, hut it was not so loud or squeaky in tone ; and 
when the ship quivered she did not jar stiffly, like a 
poker hit on the floor, but gave with a supple little , , 
waggle, like a perfectly balanced golf -club. .' 

"We have made a most ^ig^ng discovery," said the '^ 
stringers, one after another. "A discovery that entirely 
changes the situation, v We have found, for the first : 
time in the history of ship-building, diat the inward ' 
pull of the deck-beams and the outward thrust of the , 
frames locks ua, as it were, more closely to our places, 
and enables us to endure a strain which is entirely with 
ottt parallel in ttie reccvds of marine architectura." 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

The Steem turned a laogh quickly into a roar up the 
fog-hom. " What massiTe intellects 70U great stringos 
have," be said softly, when he had flniahed. 

" We also," b^ian the deck-beama, '* are diBcorereni 
and geniuaes. We are of opinion that the support of the 
bold-pillars materially hdps us. We find that we look*^ 
up on them whm we are subjected to a heavy and 
singular weight of sea above." 

Here the Dimibula shot down a hollow, lying almost 
on her side; righting at the bottom with a wrendi 
and a spasm. 

" In these cases— are you aware of this, Steamt— the 
plating at the bows,' and particularly at die stem— w« 
would also mention the floors beneath us— help ua to 
resist any tendency to spring." The frames spoke, in 
the solonn awed voice which people use when they 
have just come across flometbiag entirely new for the 
very first time. 

" I 'm only a poor puffy little flutterer," said the 
Steam, " but I have to stand a good deal of pressure in 
my business. It 's all tremendously interesting. Tell 
us some more. You fellows are so strong." 

"Watch us, and you '11 see," said the bow-plates, 
proudly. "Beady, behind there I Here 's the fathw 
and motber of waves coming! Sit tight, rivets alll" 
A great sluicing comber thundered by, but through the 
scuffle and confusion the Steam could bear the low, 
quick cries of the ironwork as the various strains took 
them— cries like these: " Easy, now— easyl Nois push 
forallyourstrengthl Holdout! Give a fraction I Hdd 
upl PuUIdI Shove croBswayst Hind the stmio at the 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSKLP 

endsl Grip, nowl Bite tightl Let the water get away 
trom under— and there she goeal " 

The wave raced off into the darkneeB, shouting, *' Not 
bad, that, if it 's your first rtml " and the drenched and 
ducked ship throbbed to the beet of the engines inside 
her. All three cyliadera were white with the salt spray 
that bad come down through the engine-room hatch; 
there was white fur on the canvas-bound steam-plpea, 
and even tiie bri^t-work deep bdow was speckled and 
soiled; but the cylinders had learned to make the most 
of steam that was half water, and were pounding along 
chewfully. 

" How 's the noblest outcome of human ingenuity 
hitting iti " said the Steam, as he whirled througji the 
engine-room. 

" Nothing for nothing In this world <^ woe," the 
cylinders answsred, as though they had heea working 
for centuries, "and precious little for seventy-five 
pounds head. We 've made two knots this last hour 
and a quarter! Bather humiliating for eight hundred 
horse-power, is n't itt" 

*' Wdl, it 's bettw tbaa drifting astern, at any rate. 
You seem ratiier leas— how shall I put itt— stiff in the 
back than you were." 

" If you *d been luunmered as we 've been this nighty 
you would n't be stiff— iff— Iff, either. Tbeoreti— retti 
— retti— cally, of coupse, rigidity is the thing. Purrr- 
puiT— practically, there baa to be a little give and take. 
We found that out by working on our sides for five 
minutes at astretcb— cbch— cbh. How 'sttieweathei?" 

** 'Bea 's going down fsst," stud the Steam. 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

"Good btiBioeea," said the high-preesure cylinder. 
" Vhack her up, boje. They 've given us five pounds 
more steam"; and he b^an humming the first bars 
ol " Said the young Obadiah to the old Obadiah," 
which, as you may have noticed, is a pet tune among 
engines not built for high speed. Bacing-liners with 
twin-screws sing " The Turkish Patrol " and the otov 
ture to the "Bronze Horse," and "Madame Angot,*' 
till something goes wrong, and then they render 
Qounod's "Funeral March of a Marionette," witti 



" You 'U leom a song of your own some fine day," 
said the Steam, as he flew up the fog-hOTn for one last 
beUow. 

Next day the sky cleared and the sea dropped a little, 
and the DiminUa began to roU from side to side till 
every inch of iron in her waa sick and giddy. But 
luckily they did not all fed ill at the same time: other- 
wise she would have opened out like a wet paper box. 

The Steam whistled warnings as he went about his 
business r it is in this short, quick rtdl and tumble that 
follows a heavy sea that most of the accidents happen, 
for then everything thinks that the worst is over and 
goes off guard. So he orated and chattered till the 
beams and frames and floors and stringers and things 
had learned bow to lock down and lock up on one 
another, and endure this new kind of strain. 

They found ample time to practise, for they were six- 
teen days at sea, and it was foul weather till within a 
hundred miles of New York. The Dimbula picked up 
her pilot, and came in covered with salt and red nut 
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Her funnel was dJrty-grvy tican. top to bottom; two 
boate had been carried away; three copper ventQators 
looked like hats after a fight with the police; Uie bridge 
had a dimple in the middle of it; the house that covered 
the steam steering-gear was split as with hatchets; there 
was a biU for small repairs in the engine-room almost 
as long as the screw-shaft; the forward cargo-hatch fell 
into bucket-staves when they raised the iron cross-bars; 
ani the steam-capstan had been badly wrenched on its 
bed. Altogether, as the skipper said, it was " a pret^ 



'* But she 'ssoupled," besaid to Hr. Buchanan. " For 
all her dead wei^t she rode like a yacht. Te mind 
that last blow off the Baokst I am proud of her. 
Buck." 

" It '8 vera good," said the chief engineer, looking 
along the dishereUed decks. " Now, a man judgin' 
BUperfeecially would say we were a wreck, but we know 
otherwise— by experience." 

NaturaUy everything in the JHmbula fairly stiffened 
with pride, and tiie foremast and the forward collision- 
bulkhead, who are pushing creatures, b^ged the Steam 
to warn the Port of New Toik of their arrival. " Tell 
those big boate all about us," they said. " They seem 
to take us quite as a matter of course." 

It was a glorious, clear, dead calm morning, and in 
BLDgle file, with lees than half a mile between each, their 
bands playing and their tugboats shouting and waving 
handkerchiefs, were the liaiati a. the Paria, the Tou- 
raine, the Servia, the Kaiaer WUhdm IL, and the Wer~ 
kmdam. all statelQy going out to sea As the THnibula 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

ahifted her helm to give the great boats cleat way, tb« 
Steam (who knows far too much to mind mftinng an ex- 
hibition d himself now and then) shouted; 

"OyezI 0;ezl Oyest Princea, Dukes, and Barona of 
tiie High Seas I Know ye by these presents, we are the 
ZHttAttla, fifteen days nine hours from Livarpool, hav- 
ing crossed the Atlantic with four thousand ton of cargo 
for the first time in our careerl We have not foundered. 
Ve are here. 'Eert 'Eert We are not disabled. But 
we have had a time wholly unparalleled in the annals 
of ship-building I Our decks were swept I We pitched; 
weroUedl We thou^t we were going to di«I Hit Hit 
But we did n't. We wish to give notice that we have 
come to New York all the way across the Atlantic, 
through the worst weather in the world; and we are 
tiie Diwbulat Wo are— arr— ha— ha— ha-r-r-rl " 

The beautiful line of boats swept by as steadfly as the 
procession of the Seasons. The Dinibvia heard the ifo* 
jeatic say, " Hmph! " and the PaTi» grunted, " How I " 
and the Touraine said, " Ouit " with a little coquettish 
flicker of steam; and the Servia said, " ^wl " and the 
Kaiser and the Werkendam said, " Hodil " Dutch fash- 
' ion— and that was absolutely all. 

"I did my best," said the Steam, gravely, "but 1 
don't think they were much impressed with us, some- 
how. Do you! " 

" It 'ssimply disgusting," said the bow-plates. " They 
mi^t have seen what we 've been through. There is n't 
a ship on the sea that has suffered as we have— is there, 
nowt" 

" Well, I would n't go so far as that," said the Steam, 

** because I 've worked on some of those boats, and sent 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

them throu^ weather quite aa bad as the fortnight that 
we Ve had, in six dt^s; and aqme of them are a little 
over ten thousand tons, I believe. Now I 've seen the 
Majutic, for instance, ducked from her bows to her fun- 
nel; and I 've helped the Arusfma, I think she was, to 
back off an iceberg she met with one dark night; and I 
had to run out of the Paria'a engine-room, one daj, be- 
cause there was thirty foot of water in it. Of course, I 
don't deny—" The Steam shut off suddenly, as a tug- 
boat, loaded with a political club and a brass band, that 
had been to see a New York Senator off to Europe, 
croesed their bows, going to Hoboken. There was a 
long silence that reached, without a break, from the 
cut-water to the propeller-blades of the IHmbvia. 

Tbsa a new, big voice said slowly and thickly, as 
though the owner had just waked up: " It 's my con- 
viction that I have made a fool of myself." 

The Steam knew what had happened at once; for 
when a ship finds herself all the talking of the separate 
pieces ceases and melts into one voice, which is the 
aoul of &e ship. 

*' Who are yout " he said, witii a laugh. 

'* I am the Diwbukt,, of course. I 've never been any- 
thing else except that— and a focdl " 

^e tugboat, which was doing its very beet to be 
run down, got away just in time; its band playing 
clashily and brasaQy a popular but impolite air: 

la the d»7B of old B»m«se*— kre fon on f 
In the d»7a of old B«m«M>— ve yon on t 
Ed the dajt of old BomeMS, 
That story hftd pweaU, 
Am 70a on— ftre 70a on— ue 70D on 1 
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THE SHIP THAT FOUND HERSELF 

-|^ " Wen, I "m ^ad you 've found ytxuvelt," said th* 

Steam. " To tell the tnifh, I wsa a little tired of taUdng 
to all those ribs and stringers. Here 'a Quarantine. 
After tliat ire 11 go to our wharf and clean up a Uttlft 
aad— nest month we '11 do it all over again." 
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THE TOMB OF HIS ANCESTORS 

SOME people will tell you that if there wen but a 
single loaf of bread in all India it would be divided 
equally between the Flowdens, the Trertas, the Be»- 
dons, and the Bivett-Camacs, That ia only one way of 
saying that certain families serve India generation after 
generation, as dolphins follow in line acroes the open 
sea. 

Let us take a small and obscure case. There has 
been at least one representatiTe oi the Devonshire 
Cbinns in or near Central India since the dasrs of Lieu- 
traiant-Fireworker Humphrey Chinn, of the Bombay 
European Raiment, who assisted at the capture of 
Seringapatam in 1799. Alfred Ellis CSiinn, Humphrey's 
younger brother, oommanded a regiment of Bomb^ 
gTNiadiers from 1804 to 1S18, when he saw some mixed 
fighting; and hi 1834 John ChInn of the same family 
—we win call him John Chinn the First— came to lig^t 
as a level-headed adminlsbator in time of trouble at a 
place called Uundeaur. He died young, but left his 
mark on the new country, and the Honourable tiie Board 
of Directon of the Honourable the Kast India Company 
[100] 
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THE TOMB OF HIS ANCESTORS 

embodied tda virtuee in a stately resolutioii, and paid 
for the expenses of his tomb among the Satpura bills. 

He vas succeeded by his eon, lionel Chinn, vho left 
the little old Devoiuibire home just in time to be severely 
wounded in Qie Uutiny, He spent his working life 
within a hundred and fif ^ miles of John Chinn's grave, 
and rose to the oommand of a raiment of small, wild 
bill-men, most <d whom bad known bis father. His 
son John was bom in the small thatched-roofed, mud- 
walled cantonment, which is even to-day eighty miles 
ttfoa the nearest railway, in the heart ot a scrubby, 
tigerish country. Colonel liond Chinn served thirty 
years and retired. In ths Canal his steamei- passed the 
outward-bound troop-ship, carrying bis son eastward to 
the family duty. 

The Chinns are luckier than most folk, because they 
know exactly what they must do. A clever Chinn 
passes for the Bombay Civil Service, and gets away ta 
Central India, where everybody is ^ad to see him, A 
dull Chinn enters the Police Department or the Woods 
and Forest, and sooner or later be, too, appears in 
Central India, and that is what gave rise to the saying, 
" Central India is inhabited by Bhils, Uairs, and Chinns. 
all very much alike." The breed is small-boned, dark, 
and silent, and the stupidest of them are good shots. 
John Chinn the Second was rather clever, but as tiie 
eldest son he entered the army, according to Chinn 
tradition. His duty was to abide in his father's regi- 
ment for the term of his natural life, thou^ the corps 
was one which most men would have paid heavily to 
ftvoid. ^ey were Irregulars, small, daik, and b l a drlsh , 
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THE TOMB OP HIS ANCESTORS 

clothed in rifle-green with black-leather trinmunea; 
and frieods called tiiem the " Wuddars," which means 
a race of low-caste people who dig up rats to eat. But 
the Wuddare did not resent it. They were the only 
Wuddars, and their points of pride were these: 

Firstly, they had fewer Tflngliah officers than any 
native regiment. Secondly, tiieir suboltemB were not 
mounted on parade, as ie the general rule, but walked 
at the head of their men. A man who can hold his 
own with the Wuddars at their quickstep must be 
sound in wind and limb. Thirdly, they were the most 
puJAa ahikarries (out-and-out hunters) in ell India. 
Fourthly— up to one hundredthly— they were the Wud- 
dars— Chinn's Irregular Bhil Levies of the old days, 
but now, henceforward and for ever, the Wuddars. 

No Englishman entered their mess except for love 
or through family usage. The offlcera talked to their 
soldiers in a tongue not two hundred white folk in India 
understood; and the men were their children, all drawn 
from the Bhils, who are, perhaps, the strangest of the 
many strange races in India, They were, and at heart 
are, wild men, furtive, shy, full of untold superstitions. 
The races whom we call natives of the coimtry found 
the Bhil in posseesion cd the land when they first broke 
into Uiat part of tiie world thousands of years ago. The 
books call them Pre-Aryon, Aboriginal, Dravidian, and 
BO forth; and, in other words, that is what the Bhils call 
themselves. When a Bajput chief whose bards can 
sing his pedigree backwards for twelve hundred years 
is set on the throne, his investiture is not complete till 
he has been marked on the forehead with blood from 
[XU] 
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llie Terns of a BhiL The Bajputs sa; the ceremoay hai 
no meaoitig, but the Bhil knows that it Is the last, last 
shadow of his old rights as the long-ago owner of the 
BoiL 

Centuries of oppression and massacre made the Bhil 
a cruel and half-craz; thief and catUe-stealer, and whem 
the |ii"gl'fh came he seemed to be almost as open to 
civilisation as the tigers of bis own jungles. But John 
Chinn the First, father of Lionel, grandfather of our 
John, went into his country, lived with him, teamed 
hia language, shot the deer that stole his poor crops, 
and won his ocmfldence, so that some fihils learned to 
plough and sow, while others were coaxed into tlie Com- 
pany's service to police their friends. 

When they understood that standing In line did noi 
mean instant ezeouticm, they accepted soldiering as a 
cumbrous but amusing kind of sport, tuad were zealous 
to keep the wild Bhils under otmtrol. That was the 
thin edge of the wedge. John Chinn the First gave them 
written promiseB that, if they were good from a certain 
date, the Oovemment would overlook previous offences; 
and since John Chinn was never known to break his 
word— he promised once to hang a Bhil locally esteemed 
invulnerable, and hanged him in front of his tribe for 
seven proved murders— the Bhils settled down as stead- 
ily as they knew how. It was slow, unseen work, of 
the sort that is being done all over India to-day; and 
though John Chinn 's only reward came, as I have said, 
in the shape of a grave at Government expense, the 
little people of the tiilla never forgot him. 

Colonel Lionel CSiinn knew and loved them, too, and 
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they were very fairly ci-rilieed, for BhOs, before hia 
eerrice ended. Kany of them could hardly be distin- 
guished from low-caste Hindoo farmers; but in the eouth, 
where John Chinn the First was buried, the wildest 
still clung^ to the Satpura ranges, cheriahing a legend 
that some day Jan Chinn, as they called him, would 
return to his own. In the mean time they mistrusted 
the white man and his ways. The least excitement 
would stampede them, plund^ing, at random, and now 
and then killing; but if they were handled discreetly 
they grieved like children, and promised never to do \t 

Hie BhUs of the regiment^the uniformed men— were 
▼irtuoua in many ways, but they needed humouring. 
They felt bored and homesick unless taken after tiger 
as beaters; and Uieir cold-blooded daring— all Wuddars 
ahoot tigers on foot: it is their caste-mark— made even 
the officers wonder. They would follow up a wounded 
tiger as unconcernedly as though it were a sparrow 
with a broken wing; and this through a country full 
of cavea and rifts and pits, where a wild beast could 
hold a dozen men at his mercy. Now and then some 
little man was brought to barracks with his head 
smashed in or his ribs torn away; but his companions 
never learned caution; they contented themselves with 
settling the tiger. 

Young John Chinn was decanted at the verandah of 
the Wuddars' lonely mess-house from the back seat of a 
two-wheeled cart, his gun-cases cascading all round 
him. The slender little, hookey-nosed boy looked for- 
lorn as a strayed goat when he slapped the white dust 
[U3] 
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off his knees, and tiie cart jolted down the glaring road. 
But in his heart he was contented. After all, this was 
the {dace where he had been bom, and thiogfi were not 
much changed since he had been sent to England, a 
child, fifteen years ago. 

There were a few new buildings, but the air and the 
smell and Uie sunshine were the same; and ttie little 
green men who crossed the parade-ground looked vary 
familiar, Tliree weeks ago John Chinn would have 
said he did not remember a word of the Bhil tongue, 
but at the mess door he found his lips moving in sen- 
tences that he did not understand— bits of old nursery 
rtiymes, and taU-ends of such orders as his father used 
to give the men. 

The Colonel watched him come up the steps, and 
laughed. 

"Look!" be said to the Major. "No need to ask 
the young un's breed. He 's a pukha Chlnn. 'Uight 
be his father in the Fifties over again." 

"Hope he 'U shoot as straight," said the Ifajor. 
"He 's brought enou^ iionmongery with him." 

" 'Would n't be a Chinn if he did n't. Watch him 
blowin' his nose. 'Begular Chinn beak. 'Flourishes 
bis handkerchief like his father. It 's the second edi- 
tion— line for line." 

" 'Fairy tale, by Jovel " said the Uajor, pewing 
through the slats of Ae jalousies. " If he 'a the lawful 
heir, he 11 . . . Now old Chinn could no more pass 
that chick without fiddling with it than ..." 

" His soni " said the Colond, jumping up. 

" Well, I be blowedl " said the Major. The boy's qye 
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had been caught by a split-reed screen that hung od a 
^ew between the verandah pillars, and, mechanically, 
he had tweaked the edge to set it terel. Old Chinn 
had swoth three times a day at that screen for many 
years; he could nerw get it to his satisfaction. His 
S(m entered the anteroom in the middle of a fivefold 
silence. They made him welcome for his father's sake 
and, as they took stock of him, for his own. He was 
lidiculouBly like the portrait of the Colonel on the 
wall, and when he had washed a little of the dust from 
his throat he went to his quarters with the old man's 
short, noiseless jungle-step. 

" So much for heredity," said the Itfajor. " That 
comes of four generations among the Bhils." 

"And the men know it," said a Wing officer. 
" They 've been waiting for this youth witti their 
tongues hanging out. I am persuaded that, imlees he 
absolutely beats 'em over the bead, they 'U lie down by 
companies and worship him." 

" Hothin' like havin' a father before you," said the 
Uajor. " I 'm a parvenu with my chaps. I 've only 
hem twenty years in the regiment, and my revered 
parent he was a simple squire. Hiere 'e no getting at 
the bottom of a Bhil's mind. Now, why is the superior 
bearer that young Chinn brou^t with him fleeing 
acroBB country with his bundle! " He stepped into the 
verandah, and shouted after the man— a typical new- 
joined subaltern's servant who speaks English and 
cheats in proportion. 

" What is itt " he called 

*' Plenty bad man here. I gtnng, sar," was the 
[1161 
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reply. " Have taken Sahib's keys, and say will 
aboot." 

"Doodd lucid—doocid convincin'. How those up- 
country thieves can leg iti He has been badly fright- 
ened by some one," The Major strolled to his quarters 
to drees for mess. 

Young Chinn, walking like a man in a dream, had 
fetched a compass round the entire cantonment before 
g<dng to his own tiny cottage. The captain's quarters, 
in wliich be bad been bom, delayed him for a littJe; 
then he looked at the well on the parade-ground, where 
he bad sat of evenings with bis nurse, and at the ten-by- 
fourteen church, where the officers went to service if 
a chaplain of any official creed b^pened to come along. 
It seemed very small as compared witb the gigantic 
buOdinga he used to staze up at, but it was the same 
place. 

From time to time he passed a knot of sOent soldiers, 
who saluted. They might have been the very man 
who had carried him on their backs when he was in 
bis first knickerbockers. A faint light burned in his 
room, and, as he entered, hands clasped his feet, and a 
voice murmured from the floor. 

" Vho is itf " said young Chinn, not knowing he 
spoke in the Bhil tongue. 

*' I bore you in my arms, Sahib, when I was a strong 
man and you were a small one— crying, crying, cryingi 
I am your servant, as I was your father's before you. 
We are all your servants." 

Young Chinn could not trust hims^ to reply, and 
the voice went oo; 
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" I have taken your k^B from that £at foreigner, 
and sent him away; and the studs are in the shirt for 
mesa. Who should know, if I do not know? And so 
the baby baa become a man, and forgets his nurse; but 
my nephew shall make a good servant, or I will beat 
him twice a day," 

Then ttiere rose up, with a rattle, as straight as a Bhil 
arrow, a little white-haired wizened ape of a man, witii 
medals and orden on his tunic, stammering, saluting, 
and trembling. Behind him a young and wiry Bhil, in 
uniform, was taking the trees out of Chinn's mees-boota. 

Oiinn'a eyes were full of teara. The old man held 
out his keys. 

" Foreigners are bad people. He will never come 
back stgain. We are all servanto of your father's sod. 
Has the tiahib forgotten who took him to see the trapped 
tiger in the village across the river, when his mother 
was so frightened and he was so bravet " 

The scene came back to Chinn in great magic-lantem 
flashes. "Buktal" he cried; and all in a breath: " You 
promised nothing should bxat me. la it Bukta? " 

The man was at his feet a second time. " He has not 
forgotten. He remembers his own people as his father 
remembered. How can I die. But first I will live and 
show the Sahib how to kill tigers. That tliat yonder is 
my nephew. If be is not a good servant, beat him and 
send him to me, and I will surely kill him, for now the 
Sahib is with his own people. Ai, Jan &a6a— Jan baba! 
Uy Jan babal I will stay here and see that this does 
his work well. Take off his boots, fool. Sit down upon 
the bed, Sahib, and let me look. It m Jan baba." 
£1171 
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He pushed forward the hilt of hia sword as a sign ot 
service, which is an hooour paid only to viceroys, gov- 
ernors, generals, or to little children whom one loves 
dearly. Chinn touched the hilt marh ati i«>.1i y with tliree 
fingers, muttering he knew not what. It happened to 
be the old answw of his childhood, when Bukta in jest 
called him the little Oeneral Sahib. 

The Major's quarters were opposite Chiun's, and 
when he heard his servant gasp with surprise he looked 
across the room. Then the Uajor sat on the bed and 
whistled; for the spectacle of the senior native com- 
missioned officer ot the raiment, an " unmixed " Bhil, 
a Companion of the Order of Britiali India, with thirty- 
Ave years' spotless service in the army, and a rank 
among his own people superior to that of many Bengal 
princelings, valeting the last-joined subaltern, was a 
little too much for bis nerves. 

The throaty bugles blew the Uees-caU that has a long 
legend behind it. First a few piercing notes like the 
shrieks of beaters in a far-away cover, and next, large, 
full, and smooth, the refrain of the wild song: "And 
(di, and oh, the green pulse of Mundore— Mundorel" 

" All little children were in bed when the Sahib heard 
tliat call last," said Bukta, passing Chinn a clean hand- 
kerchief. The call brought back memories of his cot 
under the mosquito-netting, his mother's kiss, and the 
sound ot footstepe growing fainter as be dropi>ed asleep 
among his men. So he hooked the dark collar of bis 
new mess-jacket, and went to dinner like a prince who 
has newly inherited his father's crown. 

Old Bukta swaggered forth curling his whiskers. He 
[1181 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE TOMB OF HIS ANCESTORS 

knew his own value, and no money and no rank within 
the gift o£ the Government would have induced him to 
put studs in young officers' shirts, or to hand them 
clean ties. Tet, when he took off his uniform that 
night, and squatted among his fellows fora quiet smoke, 
he told them what be had done, and they said that he 
was entirely right. Tliereat Bukta propounded a theory 
which to a white mind would have seemed raving in- 
aanity; but the whispering, level-headed tittle men of 
war considered it from every point of view, and thou^t 
that there might be a great deal in it. 

At mess under the oil-lamps the talk turned as usual 
to the unfailing subject of ahikar—hig game-shooting of 
every kind and under all sorts of conditions. Touug 
Chinu opened his eyes when he understood that each 
one of his companions had shot several tigers in the 
Wuddar style— on foot, that is— oiaking no more of the 
businees than if the brute had been a dog. 

" In nine cases out of ten," said the Uajor, " a tiger 
is almost as dangerous as a porcupine. But the tenth 
time you come home feet first." 

That set all talking, and long before midnight Chinn's 
brain was in a whirl with stories of tigers— man-eaters 
and cattle-killers each piuvuing his own business as 
mettiodically as clerks in an office; new tigers that had 
lately come into such-and-such a district; and old, 
friendly beasts of great cunning, known by nicknames 
in the mees— such as "Puggy," who was lasy, with 
huge paws, and " Mrs. Ualaprop," who turned up when 
you never expected her, and made female noises. Then 
they spoke of Bhil superstitions, a wide and picturesque 
tU9] 
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field, tQl young Chinii hinted that they must be pulling 
his leg. 

" 'Deed, we are n't," said a man on his left. " We 
know all about you. You 're a Chinn and all that, and 
you 've a sort of vested rig^t here; but if you don't 
beheve what tve 're telling you, what will you do wheal 
old Bukta b^ins his storiest He knows about ghost- 
tigers, and tigers that go to a hell of their own; and 
tigers that walk on Uieir hind feet; and your grand- 
papa's liding-tigOT, as well. 'Odd he has n't spoken of 
that yet." 

" Tou know you 've an ancestor buried down Satpura 
way, don't yout" said the Major, as Cbixm smiled 
irreeolutely, 

" Of course I do," said Chinn, who had the chronicle 
of the Book of Chinn by heart. It Uee in a worn old 
ledger on the Chinese lacquer table behind the piano in 
the Devonshire home, and the children are allowed to 
look at it on Sundays. 

" Well, I was n't sure. Your revered ancestor, my boy, 
according to the Bhils, has a tiger of his own— a saddle- 
tiger that he rides round the country whenever he feels 
inclined. I don't call it decent in an ex-Collector's 
ghost; but that is what the Southern Bhils beUeve. 
Even our men, who might be called moderately cool, 
don't care to beat that country if they hear that Jan 
Chinn is running about on his tiger. It is 8Upi>oeed to 
be a clouded animal— not stripy, but blotchy, like a 
tortoise-shell tom-cat. No end of a brute, it is, and a 
sure sign of war or pestflence or— or something. There '■ 
a nice family legend for you." 
[1201 
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"What 'e the origin of it, d' you supposet" aald 

" Ask the Satpura BhilB. Old Jan Cfaiim waa a 
mighty hunter before the Lord. Perhaps it was the 
tiger's revenge, or perhaps he 'a huntin' 'em still. You 
must go to his tomb one of these days and inquire. 
Bukta will probably attend to that. He was asking me 
before you came whether by any ill-luck you had eiI- 
teady bagged your tiger. If not, he is going to enter 
you under his own wing. Of course, for you of all men 
it 'a imperative. You '11 have a flrst-clasa time wiUi 
Bukta." 

The Hajor was not wrong. Bukta kept an anxious 
eye on young Chinu at drill, and it was noticeable that 
the first time the new of&cer lifted up his voice in an 
order the whole line quivered. Even the Oolouel was 
taken aback, for it might have been Lionel Chinn re- 
turned from Devonshire with a new lease of life. Bukta 
had continued to devel(^ his peculiar theory among hia 
intimates, and it was accepted as a matter of faith in the 
lines, since every word and gesture on young Chinn'a 
part so confirmed it. 

The old man arranged early that his dariing should 
wipe out the reproach of not having shot a tigeri but he 
was not ccmtent to take tiie first or any beast that hap- 
pened to arrive. In his own villages he dispensed the 
high, low, and middle justice, and when his people- 
naked and fluttered— came to him with word of a beast 
marked down, he bade them send spies to the kills and 
the watering-places, that he might he sure the quarry 
was iuch an one as suited the dignity ot such a man. 
[121] 
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Three or four times the recktees trackers returned, 
most trutlifully Bajing that the beast was mangy, 
undersized— a tigress worn with nursing, or a broken- 
toothed old male— and Bukta would curb young China's 
impatience. 

At last, a noble ftTittnal was marked down— a ten-foot 
cattle-kHler with a huge roll of loose skin along the 
belly, glossy-hided, fuU-frilled about the neck, whis- 
kered, frisky, and young. Ho had slain a man in pure 
sport, they said, 

"Let bim be fed," quoth Bukta, and the Tillagers 
dutifully drove out a.cow to amuse him, that he might 
lie up near by. 

Princes and potentates have taken ship to India and 
spent great moneys for the mere gtimpse of beasts one 
half as fine as this of Bukta's. 

" It is not good," said he to tiie Colonel, when he 
asked for shooting-leave, " that my Colonel's son who 
may be— that my Colonel's son should lose bis maiden- 
head on any small jungle beast. That may come after. 
I have waited long for this which is a tiger. He has 
come in from the Hair country. In seven days we wQl 
return with the skin." 

The mess gnashed their teeth enviously. Bukta, had 
be chosen, might have invited them all. But he went 
out alone with Chinn, two days in a shooting-cart and 
a day on foot, till they came to a rocky, glary valley 
with s pool of good water in it. It was a parching day, 
and the boy very naturally stripped and went in for a 
bathe, leaving Bukta by the clothes. A white skin shows 
far against brown jungle, and what Bukta beheld on 
[122 J 
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CSuim'B back and right shoulder dra^^^ hun forward 
step by step with staring eyeballs. 

" I 'd foi^tteo it is n't decent to strip before a man 
of bis position," said Cbinn, flouncing in the water, 
" How the little devil staresl What is it, BuktaT" 

** The llarkl " was the whispered answer, 

"It is nothing. Tou know how it ia with my 
peoi^el" Cihinn was annoyed. The dull-red birth- 
mark on his shoulder, something like a conventional- 
ised Tartar cloud, had slipped his memory or he would 
not have battled. It occurred, so they said at home, 
in alternate generations, appearing, curiously enough, 
eight or nine years after birth, and, save that~it was 
part of the Chinn inheritance, would not be considered 
pretty. He hurried ashore, dressed again, and went on 
till they met two or three Bhils, who promptly fell on 
their faces. " Ky people," grunted Bukta, not conde- 
scending to notice theuL " And so your people, Sahib. 
Then I was a young man we were fewer, but not so 
weak. Now we are many, but poco- stock. As may be 
remembered. How will you shoot him, Sahibf From 
a tree; from a shelter which my people shall build; by 
day or by nightl " 

" On foot and in the daytime," said young Chinn. 

"lliat was your cusbun, as I have heard," said 
Bukta to himself. " I will get news of him. Then you 
and I will go to him. I will carry one gun,' Tou have 
yours. There is no need of more. What tiger shall 
stand against thee t " 

He was marked down by a little water-hole at the 

head of a ravine, fuU-goi^ed and half asleep in the 

tl28] 
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Hay sunlight. He iraa walked up like a partridge, and 
he turned to do battle for his life. Bukta made no 
motion to raise his rifle, but kept his eyes on Chinn, 
who met the shattering roar of the charge with a sing^ 
shot— it seemed to him hours as he sighted— which tore 
through the throat, smashing the backbone below the 
neck and between the shoulders. The brute couched, 
looked, and fell, and before Chinn knew well what had 
h^)pened Bukta bade him stay still while he paced th« 
distance between his feet and the ringing jaws. 

" Fifteen," said Bukta. '* Short paces. No need for 
a second shot. Sahib. He bleeds cleanly where he lies, 
and we need not BpoU the skin. I said there would be 
no need of these, but they came— in case." 

Suddenly the sides of the ravine were crowned with 
the heads of Bukta's people— a force that could have 
blown the ribs out of the beast had China's shot failed; 
but their guns were hidden, and they appeared as inter- 
ested beaten, some five or six waiting the word to 
skin. Bukta watched (he life fade from the wild eyes, 
lifted one band, and turned on bis heel. 

" No need to show that we care," said he. " Now, 
after this, we can kill what we choose, put out your 
hand, Sahib." 

Chinn obeyed. It was entirely steady, and Bukta 
nodded. " That also was your custom. My men skin 
quickly. They will carry the skin to cantonments, 
wm the Babib come to my poor village for tiie night 
and, perhaps, foi^t that I am his offlcerf " 

" But those men— the beaters. They bavs worked 
hard, and perhaps—' ' 

£134] 
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" Ob, if tb^ skja clumsOy, we will skin tfaam. Tbaf 
are n^ people. In the Lines I am one thing, Hera I am 
another." 
\ This was very true. Vhen Bukta dofEed uniform and 
reverted to the faagmentary dress of his own people, he 
left hia civilisation of drill in the next world, lliat 
ni^t, after a little talk with bis aubjecta, he devoted to 
an orgie; and a Bhil oi^e is a tbing not to be safely 
written about. Cbinn, fiushed with triumph, was in 
the thick of it, but the meaning of the mysteries was 
bidden. Wild tolk came and pressed about bis koeea 
with ofEerings. He gave his flask to the dders of the 
village. They graw eloquent, and wreathed bim about 
with flowers. Gifts and loans, not all seemly, were thrust 
upon bim^ Slid infernal music rolled and maddened 
round red firee, while singera sang songs of the ancient 
times, and danced peculiar dances. The aboriginal 
liquors are very potent, and Chinn was otnnpelled to 
taste them often, but, unless the stuff had been drugged, 
bow came be to fall asleep suddenly, and to waken late 
the next day— half a march from the village? 

" l^e Sahib was very tired. A little before dawn he 
went to Bleep,'' Bukta explained. " My people carried 
him here, and now it is time we should go back to can-, 
tonments." 

The voice, smooth and deferential, the step, steady 
and silent, mads it hard to believe that only a few 
hours before Bukta was yelling and capering with 
naked fellow-devils of the scrub. 

" My people were very pleased to see the Sabib. They 

vill never tcxget- Wbm next the Sahib goes out re- 
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omitiDg, he will go to my people, and they will give 
him as maoy mea aa we need." 

Chimi kept his own counsel, except as to the ehootiag 
of the tiger, and Bukta emhroidered that tale with a 
ahameless tongue. The skin was certainly one of the 
finest ever hung up in the mess, and the first of many. 
When Bukta could not accompany his boy on shooting- 
tripe, he took care to put him in good hands, and Chinn 
learned more of the mind and desire of the wild Bhil in 
his marches and campings, by talks at twilight or at 
wayside pools, than an uninatructed man could have 
come at in a lifetime. 

Presently his mea in the raiment grew bold to speak 
of their relatives— mostly in trouble— and to lay cases 
of tribal custom before him. They would asy, squat- 
ting in his verandah at twilight, after the easy, confi 
dential style of the Vuddara, that such-and-such a 
bachelor had run away with such-and-such a wife at 
a far-off village. Now, how many cows would Chinn 
Sahib consider a just fine! Or, again, if written order 
came from the Qovemment that a Bhil was to repair to 
a walled city of the pluns to give evidence in a law 
court, would it be wise to disregard that ordert On 
the ottier hand, if it were obeyed, would the rash voy- 
ager return alivel 

" But what have I to do with these thingel" Chinn 
demanded of Bukta, impatiently. " I am a soldier, I 
do not know the law." 

" Hool Law is for fools and white men. Oive them 
a large and loud order, and they will abide by it. Tbou 
art their law." 
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" But wherefore! " 

Every trace of expression left Bukta's countenance. 
The idea might have smitten him for the first time, 
" How can I say? " he replied. *' Perhaps it is on ac- 
count of the name. A Bhil does not love strange things 
Give them orders, Sahib— two, three, four words at a 
time such as they can carry away in their heads. That 
is enough." 

Chinn gave orders then, valiantly, not realising that 
a word spoken in haste before mess became the dread 
unappealable law of villages beyond the smoky hills- 
was, in truth, no less than the I^w of Jan Chinn the 
First, who, so the whispered legend ran, had come back 
to earth, to oversee the third generation, in the body 
and bones of his grandsoiL 

"niere ofuld be no sort of doubt In this matter. All the 
Bhils knew that Jan Chinn reincarnated had honoured 
Buhta's village with his presence after slaying bis first 
—in this life— tiger; that he had eaten and drunk with 
the people, as be was used; and— Bukta must have 
drugged Cbinn's liquor very deeply— upon his back and 
right shoulder all men had seen the same angry red 
Flying Cloud that the high Gods had set on the flesh of 
Jan Chinn the First when first be came to the Bhil. As 
eoncemed the foolish white world which bas no eyes, 
he was a slim and young offlcer in the Vuddars: but 
his own people knew he was Jan Chinn, who had made 
the Bhil a man; and, believing, they hastened to carry 
his words, careful never to alter tiiem on the way. 

Because the savage and the child who plays lonely 

games have one horror of being laughed at or questioned, 
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the little folk kept tbeir convlctioaB to themselvee; and 
the Colonel, who thought he knew bis regiment, never 
guessed that each one of the six hundred quick-footed, 
beady-eyed rank-and-file, to attention beside their rifles, 
believed serendy and unshakenly that the eubaltem on 
the left flank of Qie line was a demj-god twice bom- 
tutelary deity of their land and people. The Earth-gods 
themselves had stamped the incarnation, and who would 
dare to doubt the handiwork of the Eartb-godst 

Cbinn, being practical above all things, saw that his 
family name served him w^ in the lines and in camp. 
His men gave no trouble— one does not commit r^- 
mental offences with a God in the chair of justice— and 
be was sure of the best beaters in the district when he 
needed them. They beUeved that the protection of Jan 
Cbinn the First cloaked them, and were bold in that 
belief beyond the utmost daring of excited Bhils. 

Hie quarters began to look like an amateur natural- 
history museum, in spite of duplicate heads and horns 
and skulls that he seat home to Devonshire, The 
people, very humanly, learned the weak side of their 
god. It is true he was unbribable, but bird-skins, but- 
terflies, beetles, and, above all, news of big game pleased 
him. In ottier respects, too, he lived up to the Chinn 
toadition. He was fever-proof, A night's sitting out 
over a tethered goat in a damp valley, that would have 
filled the Uajor with a month's malaria, had no effect 
on him. He was, as they said, " salted before he was 
bom." 

Now in the autumn of his second year's service an 

uneasy rumour crept out of the earth and ran about 
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among Uie Bhilg. Chitm beard nothing of it till t 
brother-officer said across the mess-table: "Toot 
revered auceetor 'b cm the rampage in the Satpum 
country. You 'd better look him up." 

"I don't want to be disrespectful, but I ^ a little 
sick of my revered ancestor. Bukta talks of nothing 
dae. What 's the old boy supposed to be d<Hng nowl " 

" Biding cross-country by moonlight on his proces- 
sional tiger. That 's the story. He 's been seen by 
about two thousand Bhils, skipping along tiie tope of the 
Batpuras, and scaring people to death. They believe it 
devoutly, and all the Satpura chaps are worshipping 
away at his shrine— tomb, I mean— like good 'una. 
You really ought to go down there. Ifust be a queer 
thing to see your grandfather treated as a god." 

" What makes you think there 's any truth in the 
talel " said Chinn. 

" Because all our men deny it. They say they Ve 
never heard of Chiim's tiger. Now that 's a manifest 
lie, because every Bhil has.'* 

" lliere 's only one thing you *ve overlooked," said 
the Colonel, thoughtfully. *' When a local god reappears 
on earth, it 's always an excuse for trouble of some kind ; 
and those Satpura BhilB are about as wild as your grand- 
father left them, young 'un. It means something." 

"Meanin' they may goon tiiewar-patiit" said Chinn. 

" Can't Bay— as yet. Should n't be surprised a little 
Mfc" 

" I have n't been bdd a syllable." 

" Proves it all the more. They are keeping some- 
thing back." 
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" Bukta tells me eveiythmg, too, u a rule. Now, 
why did a't he tell me ttiatt " 

Chimi put the question directly to the (dd man that 
oight, and the answer surprised him. 

*' Why should I tell what ia wcdl knownt Tes, the 
Clouded Tiger is out in the Satpura country." 

" What do the wild Bhils think that it meansT " 

" They do not know. They wait. Bahib, what la 
coming? 8ay only one littie word, and we will be o(m- 
tent." 

*' Wef What have tales from the south, where the 
jungly Bhils live, to do with drilled men! " 

"When Jan Chinn wakes is no time for any Bhn to be 
quiet." 

" But he has not waked, Biikta." 

" Sahib "—the old man's eye« vere full of tender re- 
proof—" if he does not wish to be seen, why does he go 
abroad in the moonlight} We know he is awake, but 
we do not know what he deeiree. Is it a sign for all the 
Bhils, or one that concerns the Satpura folk atonet Bay 
one little word. Sahib, that I may carry it to the lines, 
and send on to our Tillages. Why does Jan Chinn ride 
outt Who has done wrongt Is it pestilence? Is it 
murraint Will our children diet la it a sword? Be- 
member, Sahib, we are thy people and thy servants, and 
in this life I bore thee in my arms— not knowing." 

" Bukta has ovidraitly looked on the cup this even- 
ing," Chinn thought; "but if I can do anything to 
soothe the old chap I must. It 's like the Uutiny 
rumours on a small scale." 

He droi^ted Into a deep wicker chair, over which vM 
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thrown his first tiger-skdn, and hig veight on the cuah- 
ion flapped the clawed pawB over bis Bhoulders. He 
laid bold of them mechanicaUf as he spoke, drawing 
the painted hide, cloak-fashion, about him. 

" Now will I tell the truth, Bukta," he said, leaning 
forward, the dried muzsle on his shoulder, to indent a 
cpeciouslie. 

*' I see that It is Uie truth," was the answer, in a 
shaking voice. 

*' Jan China goes abroad among ttie Batpuras, riding 
on the Clouded Tiger, j« sayt Be it so. Therefore the 
sign of the wonder is for the Batpura Bhils only, aai 
does not touch the Bhils who plough in the north and 
east, the Bhils of the Khandesh, or any others, except the 
Satpura Bhils, who, as we know, are wild and foolish." 

" It is, then, a sign for them. Oood or bad? " 

'* Beyond doubt, good. For why should Jan Cbion 
make evil to those whom he has made men? The nights 
over yonder are hot; it is ill to lie in one bed over-long 
without turning, and Jan Chinn would look again upon 
his people. So he rises, wbisOee his Clouded Tiger, and 
goes abroad a little to breathe the cool air. If the 
Satpura Bhils kept to their villages, and did not wander 
after dark, they would not see him. Indeed, Bukta, it 
is no more than that he would see the light again in 
his own country. Send this news soath, and say that 
it is my word." 

Bukta bowed to the floor. " Oood HeavensI " thought 
Chinn, " and t.bia blinking pagan is a first-class officer, 
and as straight as a die] I may as wall round it off 
Qsatly." He went on: 
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" If the Satpura BhilB ask the mmning of the sign, 
tell them that Jan Chinn vrould see how they kept 
their old prtmuaes of good living. Perhaps they have 
plundei«d; perhaps they mean to disobey the orders of 
the OoTemment; perhape there is a dead man in the 
jungle; and so Jan Chinn has come to see." 

*' Is he, then, angry} '* 

"Bahl Am / ever angry with my Bhilsl I say 
angry words, and threaten many things. Thou know- 
est, Bukta. I have seen thee smfle behind the hand. 
I know, and thou knoweet. The Bhils are my children. 
I have said it many times." 

" Ay. Ve be thy children," said Bukta. 

" And no otherwise is it with Jan Chinn, my father's 
£atber. He would see the land he loved and the people 
once again. It is a good ghost, Bukta. I say it. Qo 
and tell them. And I do hope devoutly," he added, 
"that it will calm 'em down." Flinging back the 
tiger-skin, he rose with a long, unguarded yawn tiiat 
showed his well-kept teeth. 

Bukta fled, to be received in the lines by a knot of 
pnnfing intjuirers. 

" It is ta^e," said Bukta. *' He wrapped himself in 
the skin, and spoke from it. He would see his own coun- 
try again. The sign is not for us; and, indeed, he is a 
young man. How should he lie idle of nights! He 
says his bed is too hot and the air is bad. He goes to 
and fro for the love of night-running. He has said it." 

The grey-whiskered assembly shuddered. 

" He says the Bhils are his chUdren. Te know be 
does not lie. He has said it to me." 
[1821 
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" But what of the Satpun Kiilst What means the 
sign for themf " 

" Nothing. It is only night-running, as I have said. 
He rides to see if they obey the Qovenuuent, as he 
taught them to do in bis first life." 

"And what if th^ do nott" 

"Hedid not say." 

The light went out in CiMnn's quartan. 

" Ijook," said Bnkta. " Now he goea away. Nmea 
the lees it is a good ghost, as be bas said. How shall 
we fear Jan Chinn, who made the Bhil a manf Bis 
ivotection is on us; and ye know Jan Chinn never bn^e 
a [ootection spoken or written oa paper. When he ia 
older and bas found him a wife he will lie in his bed tOl 



A commanding ofiQcer is generally aware of the regi- 
mental state of mind a little before the men; and this 
is why the Colonel said, a few days later, that stnne one 
had been putting the Fear of Ood into the Wuddars. 
As he was the only person officially entitled to do this, 
it distressed him to see sudi unanimous virtue. " It 's 
too good to last," he said. " Z only wish I oould find 
out what the littie chaps mean." 

The explanation, as it seemed to him, came at the 
change of tbe moon, when he received orders to hold 
himself in readiness to " allay any possible excitement " 
among the Sa^uia Bhils, who were, to put it mOdly, 
uneasy because a paternal Oovemment had smt up 
against them a Uabrstta Stete^ucated vaccinator, 
witti lancets, lymph, and an officially registered calf. 
In the language of State, ttiey had " manifested astrong 
[US] 
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objection to all prophylactic measuree," had " forcibly 
detained the vaccinator," and " were on the point of 
neglecting or evading their tribal obligations." 

" Tliat means they are in a blue funk— same ss they 
were at census- time," said the Colonel; "and if wa 
stampede them into the hills we 'U never catch 'em, in 
the first place, and, in the second, they '11 whoop iM 
plundering till further orders. Wonder who the God- 
forsaken idiot is who is trying to vaccinate a BhiL I 
knew trouble was coii:>ing. One good thing is that 
they 'U only use local corps, and we can knock up 
something we 'U call a campaign, and let them down 
easy. Fancy us potting our best beaters because they 
don't want to be vaccinated 1 They 're only craxy with 
fear." 

" Don't you think, sir," said Chinn, the next day, 
" that peiiiaps you could give me a fortnight's shooting- 
leaver" 

" Desertion in the face of the eaetay, by Jovel " ^le 
Colonel laughed. " I might, but I 'd have to antedate it 
a little, because we 're warned for service, as you mif^t 
say. However, we '11 assume Uiat you applied for 
leave three days ago, and are now well on your wt^ 
south." 

" I *d like to take Bukta with me." 

" Of course, yes. I think that will be the beet plan. 
You 've some kind of hereditary influence with the 
little chaps, and they may listen to you when a glimpse 
of our uniforms would drive them wild. Tou 've nevor 
been in that part of the world before, have youf Take 
care they don't send you to your family vault in youf 
[184] 
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youth and innocence. I beUere you '11 be all right if 
you can get 'em to listen to you." 

" I think BO, sir; but If— it they should accidentally 
put an—make asBee of 'emselves— they might, you 
know— I hope you 'U represent that they were only 
frightened. There is n't an ounce of real vice in 'em, 
and I should never forgive mysdf if any one of —of my 
name got them into trouble." 

The Colonel nodded, but said nothing. 

Qiinn and Bukta departed at once. Bukta did not 
say that, ever since the official vaccinator had been 
draped into the hills by indignant Bhils, runner after 
runner had skulked up to the lines, entreating, with 
forehead in the dust, that Jan Chinn should come and 
explain this unknown horror that bung over his people. 

The portent of the Clouded Tiger was now too clear. 
Let Jan Chinn comf(n:t bis own, for vain was the help 
(rf mortal man. Bukta toned down these beeeecbings 
to a simple request for Chinn's presence. Nothing 
would have pleased Uie old man better than a rough- 
and-tumble campaign against the Satputas, whcon he, 
as an " unmixed " Bhil, despised; but be had a duty to 
all his nation as Jan Chinn's interpreter; and he de- 
voutly believed that forty plagues would fall on hit 
village if he tampered with that obligation. Besides, 
Jbq Chinn knew all things, and he rode the Clouded 
Tiger. 

They covered thirty miles a day on foot and pony, 
raising the blue wall-like line of the Satpuras as swiftly 
as mi^rht be. Bukta was very silent. 

Tlioy licgan the steep climb a little after noon, but tt 
[186] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE TOMB OF HIS ANCESTORS 

was near sunset ere they readied the stone platform 
clinging to the side of a rifted, jiingle-coTered hill, where 
Jan China the First was laid, as he had desired, that 
be mifi^t overlook hia people. All India is full of neg- 
lected graves that date from the beginning of the 
eighteenth century— tomba of forgotten colonels of corps 
long since disbanded; mates of East Indiamen who 
went on shooting expeditions and never came back; 
factors, agents, writers, and ensigns of the Honourable 
the East India Company by hundreds and thousands 
and tens of thousands. English folk forget quickly, but 
natives have long memories, and if a inan has done good 
in bis life it is remembered after his death. The wea- 
thered marble four-square tomb of Jan Chinn was hung 
about with wild flowers and nuts, packets of wax and 
honey, bottles of native spirits, aad infamous cigars, 
with buffalo boms and plumes of dried grass. At ont 
end was a rude clay image of a white man, in the old- 
fashioned top-hat, riding on a bloated tiger. 

Bukta salamed reverentiy as they approached. 
Chinn bared his head and began to pick out the blurred 
inscription. So far as be could read it ran thus— word 
for word, and letter for letter; 

To the Mamory of Jomt Chuto, Esq. 

Late Collector of 

.... Ithont Bloodshed or . . . error of Anthori^ 

En^oy . only . . eaus of Conoili&t , . . &nd Conflden . 

ftocomplished the . . , tire Bubjeotion . . . 

e Lawlesi »nd Predatory Peop . . . 

• . • . taehiug them to .... uh Qovemment 

1^ a Conqneet over .... Uinds 

[1861 
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Tha moat permk . . . and nUoiut Mod« of Domint . • 
. • . OoTemor Cteneial and Conno . . , angal 

liare ordered thi araotod 

. . . arted tbis Ufa Aug. 19, 18i . . Ag . . . 
On the other side of Uie grave were ancient Tersea, 
also very worn. As much as Cbinn could dedphw 
said: 

. . , . th« MTiige btuid 
Fonook their Hannta and b . . . . U Comnuuid 
.... mended . . rail check a . . . at for apoU 
And . a . Ing Eamleta prove hii gene .... tcdl 

Hnmanlt . . . nurey ighta reatore . . 

A NaticoL . . ield . . anbdned wlthont a Sword. 

For strnw little time lie leaned aa the tomb tlilnVHTig of 
this dead man of his own blood, and of the house in 
Peronshire; then, nodding to the plains: " Yes; it 's a 
big work— all of it— even my little share. He must 
have been worth knowing. . . . Bukta, where are 
my people! " 

" Not here, Sahib. No man oomee here except in 
full sun. They wait above. Let us climb and see." 

But Chinn, remembering the first law of Oriental 
diplomacy, in an even voice answered: " I have come 
this far only because the Satpura fcdk are foolish, and 
dared not visit our lines. Now bid them wait on me 
hers. I am not a servant, but the master of Bhils." 

" I go— I go," clucked the old man. Night was fall- 
ing, and at any moment Jan Chinn might whistle up 
his dreaded steed from the darkening scrub. 

Now for the first time in a long life Bukta disobeyed 

a lawful command and deserted his leader; tor he did 
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not come b&ck, but pressed to the flat table-top <^ the 
hill, and called softly, Men stirred all about him— little 
trembling men with bows and arrows who had watched 
the two Bioce noon. 

" Where is he! " whispered one. 

" At bis own place. He bids you come," said Bukte. 

" Now! " 

" Now." 

" Bather let him looee the Clouded Tiger upon us. We 
do not go." 

" Nor I, though I bore him in my arms when he waa 
a child in this his life. Waithere till the day." 

*' But surely he will be angry." 

" He will be very angry, for he has nothing to eat. 
But he has said to me many times that the Bhils arg 
his children. By sunlight I believe this, but— by moon- 
light I am not so sure. What folly have ye Satpura pigs 
GtHnpassed that ye should need him at alll " 

" One came to us in the name of the Government with 
little gboet-knives and a magic calf, meaning to turn us 
into cattle by the cutting oft of our anna. We were 
greatly afraid, but we did not kill the man. He is here, 
bound— a black man; and we think he comes from the 
west. He said it was an order to cut us all with knives 
—especially tbe women and the duldrmi. We did not 
hear that it was an order, so we were afraid, and k^>t 
to our hills. Some of our men have taken ponies and 
bullocks from the plains, and others pota and cloths 
and ear-rings." 

** Are any slain! " 

" By our men! Not yet. But the young men are 
fl38) 
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blown to and fro by many rumours like flames upon a 
hQl. I sent runners asking for Jan Chinn lest worse 
should oom« to ub, It was tiiis fear that he foretold by 
the sign of the Clouded Tiger." 

" He says it is otherwise,'* said Bukta; and he re- 
peated, with ampliflcations, all that young Chinn had 
told him at tlie conference of the wicker chair, 

'• Think you," said the questioner, at last, " that the 
Ooremment will ]ay hands on usi " 

" Not I," Bukta rejoined. " Jan Cbinn wiU give an 
order, and ye will obey. The rest is between the Oovem- 
ment and Jan Chinn. I mysdf know something of the 
ghost-knivee and the scratching. It Is a charm against 
the Smallpox. But how it is done I cannot tell. Nor 
need that concern you." 

" If he stands by us and before the anger of the Oorem- 
ment we will most strictly obey Jan Chinn, except-— ex- 
cept we do not go down to that place to-night." 

They could hear young Chinn below Uiem shouting 
tor Bukta; but they cowered and sat still, expecting the 
Clouded Tiger. The tomb had been holy ground for 
near^ half a century. If Jan Chinn oboee to sleep 
there, who had better rig^tt But they would not come 
within eyeshot of the place till broad day. 

At first Chinn was exceedingly angry, till it occurred 
to him that Bukta most probably had a reason (which, 
indeed, he had), and his own dignity might suffer if he 
yelled without answer. He propped himself against 
the foot of the grave, and, alternately dosing and 
smoking, came through the warm night proud that 
be was a lawful, Ic^timate, fever-proof CStinn. 
C1891 
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He prepared his plan of action much as his grandfa^iei 
would have done; and when Bukta appeared in the 
morning with a most liberal supply of food, said nothing 
of the oremlght desertion. Bukta frould have been 
relieved by an outburst of human anger; but Chion fin- 
ished hia victual leisurely, and a dieroot, ere he made 
any sign. 

" Tbey are very much afraid," said Bukta, who was 
not too bold himself. " It remains only to give orders. 
They said they will obey if thou wHt only stand between 
them and the Qovemment." 

"Hiat I know," said Chinn, strolling slowly to the 
table-land. A few of the elder men stood in an irregu- 
lar semicircle In an open glade; but the rack of people 
—women and children— were hidden in the thicket. 
They had no desire to face the first anger of Jan Chinn 
the First. 

Seating ^imiwlf on a fragment of split nx^, he smoked 
bis cheroot to the butt, hearing men breathe hard all 
about him. Then he cried, so suddenly that they 
jumped: 

" Bring the man that was bonndl " 

A BcufSe and a cry were followed by the appearance 
of a Hindoo vaccinator, quaking with fear, bound hand 
and foot, as the Bhils of old were accustomed to bind 
their human sacrifices. He was pushed cautiously be- 
fore the presence; but young Chinn did not look at him, 

"J said— the man that ions bound. Is it a jest to 
bring me one tied like a buSalot Since when could the 
Bhil bind folk at his pleasurel Cutl '* 

Half a dosen hasty knives cut aws^ the thcmgB, sod 
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the man crawled to Chinn, who pocketed bis caee of 
laccets and tubes of lymph. Then, sweeping the semi- 
circle with one compreheiudTe forefinger, and in the 
voice of compliment, he said, dearif and distinctly: 
" Hgsl " 

" All " whispered Bokta. " Now he speaks. Woe to 
fooliA people I " 

" I have come on foot from my house " (the asaembly 
diuddered) " to make clear a matter which any other 
than a Satpura Bhil would have seen with both eyes 
from a distance. Ye know the Smallpox, who pita and 
scars your children so that they look like wasp-combs. 
It is an order of the OoTemment that whoso is scratched 
on the arm with theee little knivee which I hold up is 
charmed against Her. All Sahtbs an thus charmed, 
and very many Hindoos. This is the mark of the charm. 
Look I" 

He rolled back his sleeve to the armpit and showed 
the white scars of the vaccinatiwi-mark on the white 
skin. " Come, all, and look." 

A few daring spirits came up, and nodded their heads 
wisely. There was certainly a mark, and they knew 
wdl what other dread maiks were hidden by the shirt. 
Uerciful was Jan China, that be had not then and there 
proclaimed his godhead I 

" Now all theee things the man whom ye bound told 
you." 

"I did— a hundred times; but they answered with 
blows," groaned &i0 operator, chafing his wrists and 
ankles. 

** Bot, being pigs, ye did not believe; and so came I 
[Ml] 
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here to save you, flist from Smallpox, next from a great 
folly of fear, and lastly, it may be, from the rope and 
the jaiL It U no gain to me; it ia no pleasure to me; 
but tar the sake of that one who is yonder, who made 
the BhU a man"— he pointed down the hill—" I, who 
am of his blood, the aoa of hia son, oome to turn your 
people. And I speak the truth, as did Jan Chinn." 

The crowd murmured reverently, and men stole out 
at the thicket by twos and threes to join it. There was 
no anger in their God's face. 

** These are my orders, ^eaven send they '11 take 
'em, but I seem to have impressed 'em so far]) I my- 
sdf will stay among you idiile this man scratches youi 
arms with the knivee, after the order of the Oovem- 
ment. In three, or it may be five or seven, days, your 
arms will swell and itch and bum. That is the power 
of Smallpox fighting in your base blood against the 
orders of the Government. I will therefore stay among 
you till I see that Smallpox is conquered, and I will not go 
away till the men and the women and the little children 
show me upon their arms such marks as I have even now 
showed you. I bring with me two very good guns, and 
a man whose name is known among beasts and men. 
We will htmt together, I and he and your young men, 
and tiie others shall eat and lie still. This Is my order," 

There was a long pause while victory hung in the 
balance, A white-haired old sinner, standing on one 
uneasy leg, piped up: 

" There are ponies and some few bullocks and other 
things for which we need a kawl [protecti<»i]. TbBj 
were not taken in the way of trade." 
[142] 
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The battle was won, and John Chhm drew a breath of 
rdief. The young Bhila had been raiding, but if taken 
Bwiftly all could be put straight. 

*' Iwillwriteaitou)! BO soon as the ponies, the bullocks, 
and the other things are counted before me and sent 
back whence thoy came. But first we will put the 
Qovemment mark: on such as hare not been visited by 
Smallpox." In an undertone, to the vaccinator; "It 
you show you are afraid you 'U never see PQona again, 
my friend." 

*< There is not euCBcient ample supply of vaccine for 
all this population," said the man. "Tli^ have de- 
stroyed the offeecial calf." 

" They won't know the difference. Scrape 'em all 
round, and give me a couple of lancets; X '11 attend to 
the elders," 

The aged diplomat who had demanded protection was 
the first victim. He fell to Chinn's hand, and dared not 
cry out. As socHi as he was freed he dragged up a ctxra- 
panion, and held him fast, and the crisis became, as it 
were, a child's sport; for (be vaccinated chased the un- 
vaccinated to treatment, vowing that all the tribe must 
suffer equally. The women shrieked, and the chfldren 
ran howling; but Chinn laughed, and waved the pink- 
tipped lancet. 

" It is an honour," he cried. " Tell them, Bukta, how 
great an honour it is that I myself should mark them. 
Nay, I cannot mark every one— the Hindoo must also do 
his work— but I will touch all markb that he makes, so 
there will be an equal virtue in them. Thus do tiie 
Bojputa stick pigs. Ho, brother with one e;el Catcb 
[148] 
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that giri and bring her to me. She need not run sway 
yet, for she is not married, and I do not seek ner in 
marriage. She will not comel Then she shall be 
Bhamed by her little brother, a fat boy, a bold boy. 
He puts out his arm like a soldier. Look ! He does not 
flinch at the blood. Some day he shall be in my regi- 
ment. And now, mother of many, we will lightly 
touch thee, for Smallpox has been before us here. It is 
a true thing, indeed, that this charm breaks the power of 
Uftta. There will be no more pitted faces among the 
Batpuras, and ao ye can aak many cows for each maid 
to be wed." 

And 80 on and so on— quick-poured ehowman's patter, 
sauced in. the Bhil hunting-proverbs and tales of their 
own brand of coarse humour— till the lancets were 
blunted and both operators worn out. 

But, nature being the same the worid over, the un- 
vaccinated grew jealous of their marked conu^tdes, and 
came near to blows about it. Then Ctunn declared him- 
sdf a court of justice, no longer a medical board, and 
made formal inquiry into the late robberies. 

"We are the thieves of Mahadeo,*' said the Bhils, 
simply. " It is our fote, and we were frightened. 
When we are frightened we always steal." 

Sinq>ly and directly as children, they gave in the tale 
(tf the plunder, all but two bullocks and some spirits that 
bad gone amiaaing (these Chinn promised to make good 
out of his own pocket), and ten ringleaders were 
despatched to the lowlands with a wonderful document, 
written on the leaf of a note-book, and addressed to an 
Assistant District Superintendent of Pcdice. There was 
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wann calami^ in that note, as Jan C3imn warned Ibsm. 
but anything was better than loea of liberty. 

Armed with this protection, the repentant raiders 
went downhill. They had no desire whatever to meet 
Vr. Dundas Fawne of the Police, aged twenty-two, and 
of a cheerful countenance, nor did they wish to revisit 
the scene of their robberies. Steering a middle course, 
they ran into the camp of the one Oovemment chaplain 
allowed to Uie varioua irregular corps through a district 
of some fifteen thousand square miles, and stood before 
him in a cloud of dust. He was by way of being a priest, 
they knew, and, what was more to the point, a good 
sportsman who paid his beaters generously. 

When he rmd Cbinn's note he laughed, which they 
deemed a lucky omen, till he called up policemen, who 
tethered the ponies and the bullocks by ttie piled house- 
gear, and litid stem bands upon three of that smiling 
band of tbs thieves of Mahadeo. The chaplain himself 
addressed them magisterially with a riding-whip, lliat 
-was painful, but Jan Chinn bad prophesied it. They 
submitted, but would not give up the writt^i protection, 
fearing the jail. On their way back they met Ur. D. 
Fawne, who bad heard about the robberies, and was not 
pleaaed. 

" Oertaioly," said the eldest of the gang, when the 
second interview was at an end, ' ' certainly Jan Cbinn's 
protecticoi has saved us our liberty, but it is as though 
there were many beatings in one small piece of paper. 
Put it away." 

One climbed into a tree, and stuck the letter into a 

cleft forty feet from the ground, where it could do no 
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harm. Warmed, sore, but happy, thtj ton returned tc 
Jan Chinn next day, where he sat among uneasy BhOs, 
all looking at their right arma, and all bound under 
terror of their God's disfavour not to ecratch. 

" It was a good ilcowl," said the leader. *' Fiist the 
chaplain, who laughed, took away our plunder, and 
beat titree of us, as was promised. Next, we meet 
Fawne Sahib, who frowned, and asked for the plunder. 
We spoke the truth, and so he beat us all, one after an- 
other, and called us chosen names. He then gave us 
these two bundles "—they set down a bottle of whisky 
and a box of cheroots—" and we came away. The hotel 
is left in a tree, because its virtue is that so soon as we 
show it to a Sahib we are beaten." 

"But for that towl," said Jan Chinn, sternly, "ye 
would all have been marching to jail witti a ptdiceman 
on either side. Te come now to serve as beaters for 
me. These people are unhappy, and we will go hunting 
till they are well. To-night we will make a feast." 

It is written in the chronicles of the Batpura Bhils, to- 
gether with many other matters not fit for print, that 
through five days, after the day that he had put his 
mark upon them, Jan Chinn the Fint hunted for bis 
people; and on the five nights of those days the tribe 
was gloriously and entirely drunk. Jan Chinn bought 
country spirits of an awful strength, and slew wild pig 
and deer beyond counting, so that if any fell sick they 
mi^t have two good reasons. 

Between head- and stomach-aches tb^ found no time 
to think of their arms, but f<dlowed Jan Chinn obedi- 
ently throu^ the jungles, and with each day's return- 
[146] 
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ing confidence men, women, and children stole a.-waj to 
their TiIlageB as the little army passed hj. They car- 
ried news that it wae good and right to be scratched 
with ^oet-knives; that Jan Chinn was indeed reincar- 
nated as a god of free food and drink, and that of all 
nations the Sa tpura Bh ils stood first in his favour, if they 
would only refrain Irom scratching. Henceforward 
that kindly demi-god would be connected in their 
minds with great gotgings and the vaccine and lancets 
of a paternal Government. 

" And to-morrow I go back to my home," said Jan 
Chinn to his faithful few, whom neither spirits, over- 
eating, nor swollen glands could conquw. It is hard for 
children and savages to behave reverently at all timea 
to the idolB of their make-belief, and they bad fix^cked 
exceadvely with Jan Chinn. But the reference to his 
home cast a gloom on the people. 

" And the Sahib will not come again! " said be who 
had been vaccinated first. 

" That is to be seen," answered Chinn, warOy. 

" Nay, but come as a white man— come as a young 
man whom we know and love; for, as thou alone 
knoweet, we are a weak people. If we again saw thy 
—thy horse—" They were picking up their courage. 

" I have no horse. I came on bot— with Bukta, ycm- 
der. What is thist " 

*' Thou knowest— the thing that thou hast chosen for 
a night-horse." The Uttle men squirmed in fear and 
awe. 

" Night-horsest Bukta, what is this last tale ol 
ehildreni" 
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Bukta had been a silent leader in Chum's presence 
siuce the nigjit of his desertion, and was grateful for a 
chance-flung question. 

"Thejr know, Sahib," he whispered. "It is the 
Clouded Tiger. That l^t comes from the place where 
thou didst once sleep. It is thy horse— as it has been 
these three generations." 

" lij horsel That was a dream of tiie Bhils." 

" It is no dream. Do dreams leave ttie tracks of broad 
pugs on earthi Why make two faces before thy people! 
They know of the nif^t-ridings, and they— and they—" 

" Are afraid, and wouldhave them cease." 

Bukta nodded. "If thou bast no further need of him. 
He ia thy horse." 

" Tlie thing leaves a trail, theni" saidChinn. 

" We have seen it. It is like a village road under the 
tomb." 

" Can ye find and follow it for met " 

" By daylight— if one comes with us, and, above all, 
stands near by." 

" I will stand close, and we will see to It that Jan 
Chinn does not ride any more." 

The BhUB shouted the last words again and again. 

From Chinn's point of view the stalk was nothing 
more than an ordinary one— down hill, throu^ split 
and crannied rocks, unsafe, perhaps, if a man did not 
keep his wita by him, but no worse than twenty others 
he had undertaken. Yet his men— they refused abso- 
lutely to beat, and would only trail— dripped sweat at 
every move. They showed the marks of enormous 
pugs that ran, alwiqrs down hill, to a few hundred feet 
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below Jan Chinn'a tomb, ani^I disappeared in a narrow- 
moutbed cave. It was an insolently open road, a 
domestic bi^way, beaten withont thou^t of con- 
cealment. 

*' The b^gar might be paying rent and tazea," Chinn 
muttered ere he asked whether big friend's taste ran to 
cattle or man. 

" Cattle," was the answer. " Two heifers a week. 
We drive them for him at the foot of the bill. It is bis 
custom. If we did not, he might seek us." 

" Blackmail and piracy," said Chinn. " I can't say I 
taacj going into the cave after him. What 's to be 
donef" 

The Bbils fell back as Chinn lodged himself behind a 
rock with bis rifle ready. Tigers, he knew, were shy 
beasts, hut one who bad been long cattle-fed in this 
sumptuous style might prove overbold. 

"He speaksl" some one whispered from the rear. 
"He knows, too." 

" Well, of ail the infernal cheekl " said Chinn. There 
was an angry growl from the cave— a direct challenge. 

" Come out, then," Chinn shouted. " Come out of 
that. liet 's have a look at you." 

The brute knew well enough that there was some 
connection between brown nude Bhils and his weekly 
allowance ; but the white helmet in the sunlight annexed 
him, and he did not approve of the voice that broke his 
rest. Lasily as a gorged snake, he dragged himself out 
of the cave, and stood yawning and blinking at the en- 
trance. The sunlight fell upon his flat right side, and 
Chinn wondereal Never had he seen a tiger marked 
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after this Caahion. Except for his head, which was star- 
Ingly barred, he waa dappled— not striped, but dai^iled 
like a child's rocking-horse in rich shades of smoky 
black on red gold. That portion of his belly and throat 
which should have been white was orange, and his tail 
and paws were black. 

He looked leisurely tor some ten seconds, and then 
ddiherately lowered his head, his chin dropped and 
dxawn in, staring intently at the man. The effect ot 
this was to ttirow forward the round anA ot bis skull, 
with two broad bands across it, while bdow tiie bands 
glared the unwinking eyes; bo that, heed on, as he stood, 
he showed something like a diabolically scowling pan- 
tonune-mask. It was a piece of natural mesmerism 
that he had practised many times on hia quarry, and 
though Chinn was by no means a terrified heifer, he 
stood for a while, held by the extraordinary oddity ot 
the attack. The head— the body seemed to have been 
packed away behind it— the ferocious, skull-like head, 
crept nearer to the switching of an angry tail-tip in th« 
grass. Left and right the Bhils had scattered to let 
John Chinn subdue his own horse, 

** Hy word! " he thought. *' He 's trying to frighten 
me I" and fired between the saucer-like eyes, leaping 
■side upon the shot. 

A big coughing mass, reeking of carrion, bounded past 
him up the hill, and he followed discreetly. The tiger 
made no attempt to turn into the jungle; he was hunt- 
ing for ai^t and breath— nose up, mouth c^n, the 
tremendous fore-legs acattering the gravel in spurts. 

" Scupperedl " said John Chinn, watching the flight. 
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" Now if he waa a partridge he 'd tower. LungB must 
befuUofbtood." 

The Imite had Jerked himself orer a boulder and 
fallen out of sight the other side. John Chinn looked 
over with a ready bairol. But the red traQ led straight 
as an arrow even to hia grandfather's tomb, and there, 
among the smashed splrit-bottlee and the fragments of 
tha mud image, the life left, with a flurry and a grunt, 

" If my w(»tiiy ancestor could see that," said John 
Ohinn, " he 'd have been proud of me. Eyee, lower 
Jaw, and lungs. A very nice shot." He whistled for 
Bukta as he drew the tape over the stifCening bulk. 

" Ten— six— eight— by Jovel It 's nearly eleven- 
call it eleven. Fore-arm, twenty-four— five— seven and 
a half. A short tail, too: three feet one. But what a 
skin I Oh, Buktal Buktal The men with the knives 
swiftly." 

" Is he beyond question dead! " said an awe-stricken 
voice behind a rock. 

" That was not the way I killed my first tiger," said 
Chinn. '■ I did not think that Bukta would run. I had 
no second gun." 

'" It— it is the Clouded Tiger," said Bukta, unheeding 
the taunt. " He is dead." 

Whether all the Bhils, vaccinated and unvaccinated, 
of the Satpuras had lain by to see the kiU, Chinn could 
not Bay; but the whole hiU'a flank rustled with htUe 
men, shouting, singing, and stamping. And yet, till he 
had made the first cut in the splendid skin, not a man 
would take a knife; and, when the shadows fell, tiiey 
ran tnxa. the red-stained tomb, and no persuasion would 
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toing them back till dawn. So China ^>ent a sectmd 
night in the open, guarding the carcass from jackals, 
and thinking about his ancestor. 

He returned to tlie lowlands to the triumphal chant 
of an escorting army tbree hundred strong, the Mah- 
ratta vaccinator dose at his elbow, and ttie rudely dried 
skin a tn^hy before him. When that army sudden^ 
and noiseleesly disappeared, as quail in Iu£^ com, lie 
argued he was near civilisation, and a turn in the road 
brought him upon the camp of a wing of his own corps. 
He left the skin on a cart-tail tor the world to see, and 
sou^t the CokmeL 

" They 're perfectly ri^t," he explained earnest^. 
" There is n't an ounce ot vice in 'em. They were only 
frightened. I 've vaccinated the whole boiling, and 
they like it awfully, What are— what are we doing 
here, art" 

"That 's what I *m trying to find out," said the 
Colonel. " I don't know yet whether we 're a inece <rf 
a brigade or a police force. However, I think we '11 
call ouraelvea a police force. How did you manage to 
get a Btiil vacdnatedt " 

" Well, sir," said Chinti ^ *' J *ve been thfaHng it over, 
and, as far as I can make out, I 've got a sort of 
hereditary influence over 'enL*' 

'* So I know, or I would n't have sent you; but tohcit, 
exactly!" 

"It 's rather rummy. It seems, from wliat I can 

make out, that I 'm my own grandfather reincarnated, 

and I 've been disturbing the peace of the country by 

riding a pad-tiger of nights. If I had i done that, I 
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diHi't tMnk they 'd have objected to the vaccination ; bat 
the two together were more than they could stand. 
And BO, sir, I 've vaccinated 'em, and shot my tiger- 
horse aa a sort o' proof of good faith. You never saw 
Buch a skin in your life." 

The Colonel tugged bis moustache thoughtfully. 
"Now, how the deuce," said he, "am I to include 
that in my report!" 

Indeed, the official vOTsion ot the BhUs' anti-vac- 
cination stampede said nothing about Lieutenant 
John Cbinn, his godship. But Bukta knew, and Uta 
corps knew, and every Bhil in the Satpura hills knew. 

And now Bukta Is sealous that John Chinn shall 
swiftly be wedded and Impart his powers to a son; 
for if the Chinn succession fails, and the little BhilB 
are left to their own imaginings, there wQl be fresh 
trouble in the Satpuras. 
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AH snppliM TSiy bad and dear, and Uiere an no taoUitiM 
(or even thd amaUeat lepain. — SAnjya Dibxotions. 

HER natlcmality waa British, but you will not find 
her house-flag in the list of our mercantile 
mArine. EOie was a nine-hundred ton, iron, schooner- 
rigged, screw cargo-boat, differing externally in no way 
btnn any other tramp of the sea. But it is with steam- 
ers as it is with men. There are those who will for a 
consideration sail extremely close to the wind; and, in 
the present state of a fallen world, such people and 
such steamers have their use. From the hour that tiie 
Agktia first entered the Clyde— new, shiny, and inno- 
cent, with a quart of cheap clian^>agne trickling down 
her cutwater— Fate and her owner, who was also her 
captain, decreed that she should deal with embaTTassed 
crowned heads, fleeing Prestdenta, financiers of over^ 
extended ability, women to whom change of air was 
imperative, and the lesser law-breaking Powers. Her 
career led her sometimes into the Admiralty Courts, 
where the sworn statemente of her skipper filled his 
brethren witli envy. The mariner cannot tell or act • 
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lie in the taoe of the sea, or mialead a teu^peet; but, as 
lawyers have discovered, he makes up for chances 
withheld when he returns to shore, an affidavit in 
elt^ter hand. 

ThB Aglaia figured with distinction In the great 
Mackinaw salvage-case. It was her first slip from vir^ 
tue, and she learned how to change her name, but not 
her heart, and to run across tiie sea. As the Omding 
Light she was very badly wanted in a South American 
pwt for the little matter of entering harbour at full 
epoei, colliding with a coal-hulk and the State's only 
man-of-war, just as that man-of-war was going to coal. 
She put to sea without es^ilanations, thou^ Ubree forbi 
fired at her for half an hour. As the Julia IPQregor 
she had been concerned in picking up from a raft cer- 
tain gentlemen who should have stayed in Notmiea, but 
who preferred making themselves vastly unpleasant to 
authority in quite another quarter of the world; and as 
the £naA-tn-iSftaft she had been overtaken on the hi^ 
seas, indecently full of munitions of war, by tite cruiser 
of an agitated Power at issue with its neighbour. That 
time she was very nearly sunk, and her riddled hull 
gave eminent lawyers of two countries great profit. 
After a season she reappeared as tlie Martin Sunt, 
painted a dull slate colour, with pure saffrcm funnel, 
and boats of robin's-egg Uue, engaging in tiie Odessa 
trade till she was invited (and the invitation could not 
well be disregarded) to keep away from Black Bea 
ports altogether. 

She had ridden throu^ many waves of depression. 

Freights mi^ drop out of Bights Seamen's Uniinui 
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tlirow spaaneni and uuta at certificated maatera, or 
stevedores combine till cargo perished on the dock- 
head; but the boat of many names came and went, 
busT', alert, and inconspicuous always. Her akipper 
made do complaint of hard times, and port officers ob- 
served that her crew signed and signed again with the 
regularity of Atlantic liner boatswains. Her name 
she changed as occasion called; her well-paid crew 
Derer; and a large percentage of the profits of her voy- 
ages was spent with an open hand on her engine-room. 
She never troubled the luderwriterB, and very seldom 
stopped to talk with a dgnal-8tati(m, for her business 
was urgent and private. 

But an end came to her tradings, and she perished in 
this maimer. Deep peace brooded over Europe, Asia, 
Africa, AmmHcfL, Australasia, and Polynesia. The 
Powers dealt together more or less honestly; banks 
paid their depositors to the hour; diamonds of price 
came safely to the hands of their owners; Bepublics 
rested content with their Dictators; diplomats found 
no one whose presence in Uie least Inconunoded them; 
monarchs lived openly with their lawfully wedded 
wives. It was as though the whole earth had put on 
fts best Sundi^ bib and tucker; and business was very 
bad for the Martin Hunt. The great, virtuous oalm 
engulfed her, slate sides, yellow funnel, and all, but 
cast up in another hemisphere the steam whaler BcUi- 
otia, black and rusty, with a manure-coloured funnel, 
a litter of dingy white boats, and an enormous stove, 
or fumaoe, for boiling blubber on her forward well- 
deck. Iliere could be no doubt that her trip was ouc- 
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cesaful, for she lay at aaveral ports not too well 
knoim, and the Btaoke <^ her trying-out insulted the 
beaches. 

Anon she departed, at the speed of the average 
Lo&dtm four-irheeler, and entered a semi-inland sea, 
warm, still, aad blue, which is, perhaps, the most 
strictly preserved water in the world. There she stayed 
for a certain time, and the great stars of those mild skies 
beheld her playing pusB-ln-the-comer among islands 
where whales are never found. All that while she 
smelt abominably, and the smell, though fishy, was not 
whalesome. One evening calamity descended upon her 
from the island of Pygang-Watai, and she fled, while her 
crew jeered at a fat black-and-brown gunboat pufiSng 
far behind. They knew to the last revolution the capa- 
city of every boat, on those seas, that they were anxious 
to avoid, A British ship with a good conscience does 
not, ac a rule, flee from the man-(rf-war of a foreign 
Power, and it is also considered a breach of etiquette to 
stop and search British ships at sea. These things the 
skipper of tho Haliotia did not pause to prove, but held 
on at on inspiriting eleven knots an hour till nightfcdL 
One thing only he overlooked. 

The Power that kept an expensive steam-patrol mov- 
ing up and down those waters (they had dodged the two 
regular ships of the station with an ease that bred con- 
tempt) had newly brou^^t up a third and a fourteen- 
knot boat with a clean bottom to help the work-, and 
that was why the Halitdia, driving hard from the east 
to the west, found herself at daylight in such a position 
that she could not help seeing an arrangement of foui 
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flags, a mUfi and a-half behind, whicli read: " Heave to, 
or take the consequencee ! " 

She had her choiue, and she took it. The end came 
when, presumiuft on her lighter draught, she tried to 
draw away northward over a friendly shoaL The shell 
ttiat arrived by way ot the Chief Engineer's cabin was 
some Ave inches in diameter, with a practice, not a 
bursting, charge. It had been intended to cross her 
bovs, and that was why it knocked the framed por- 
trait of the Chief Engineer's wife— and she was a very 
pretty girl — on to the floor, splintered his wash-hand 
stand, crossed the alleyway into the engine-room, and 
striking cm a grating, dropped directly in front of the 
forwfurd eaigine, where it burst, neatly fracturing both 
the bolts Qiat hdd tlie connecting-rod to the forward 
crank. 

What f ollowa is 'wortli ocmslderstion. The forward 
«ngfne had no more work to do. Its released piston-rod, 
therefore, drove up fiercely, with nothing to check it, 
and started most of the nuts of the cylinder-cover. It 
came down again, the full weight of the steam behind 
it, and the foot ot the disconnected connecting-rod, 
useless as the leg of a man with a sprained ankle, 
flung out to the right and struck the starboard, or 
right-hand, cast-iron supporting-column of the forward 
engine, cracking it clean tiuough about six inches 
above the base, and wedging the upper portion out- 
wards three inches towards the ship's side. There the 
connecting-rod jammed Ueantime, the after-engine, 
being as yet imembarrassed, went on with its work, 
and in so ddng brou^t round at its next revolutian 
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the crank of the forward enfpne, which smote the al- 
ready jammed coDnecting-rod, bending it and there- 
with the piston-rod cross-head— the big cross-piece thai 
shdes up and down so smoothly. 

The croes-head jammed sideways in the guides, and. 
in addition to putting further pressure on tlie already 
tnoken starboard supporting-column, cracked the port, 
or left-hand, suppcnIinK-GoIunm in two or three places. 
There being nothing more that could be made to move, 
the engines brought up, all standing, with a hiccup 
that seemed to lift the Haliolit a foot out of the -water ; 
and the engine-room staff, opening every steam outlet 
that they could find in the confusion, arrived on deck 
somewhat scalded, but calm. There was a sound below 
of things happening— a rushing, clicking, purring, 
grunting, rattiing noise that did not last for more than 
a minute. It was ths machinery adjusting itself, on 
the spva of the moment, to a hundred altered conditions. 
Ur. Wardrop, one foot on the upper grating, inclined 
his ear sideways, and groaned. Tou cannot stop en- 
gines working at twelve knots an hour in three seconds 
without disorganidng them. The Halwtia slid forward 
In a cloud of steam, shrieking like a wounded horse. 
There was nothing more to do. The flve-lnch shell 
with a reduced charge had settled the situation. And 
when you are full, all three holds, of strictiy preserved 
pearis; when you have cleaned out the Tanna Bank, 
the Seo-Horee Bank, and four other banks from one end 
to the other of the Amanala Bea— when you have ripped 
out the very heart of a rich Qovemment monopoly so 
that five years will not repair your wrong-doings— yoa 
[162] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA 

must smile and take what is in store. But the skipper 
reflected, as a launch put out from t^ man-of-war, 
that he had been bombarded oa the big^ seas, witb 
the Britiah flag— several of them— picturesquely dis- 
posed above liim, and tried to flnd comfort from the 
thou^t. 

" Where," said the stolid naval lieutenant hoisting 
himself aboard, " where are those dam' pearls! " 

Tbey were there beyond evasion. No affidavit could 
do away with the fearful smell of decayed (peters, the 
diving-dresses, and the shell-littered hatches. They 
were there to the value of seventy tiiousand pounds, 
more or less; and every pound poached. 

^e man-of-war was annoyed; for she had used up 
many tons of coal, she had strained her tubes, and, 
worse than all, her officers and crew had been hurried. 
Every one on the HattotU was arrested and rearrested 
several times, as each officer came aboard; then they 
were told by what they esteemed to be the equivalent 
of a midshipman that they were to ccmsider themselves 
prisfmers, and flnally were put under arrest. 

" It 's not the least good," said the skipper, suavely. 
" You 'd much better send ua a tow—" 

" Be still— you are arrest! " was the reply. 

"Where the devil do you expect we are going to 
escape tot We 're helpless. You 've got to tow ua into 
somewhere, and explain why you fired on ua. Hr, 
Wardrop, we 're helpless, are n't wet " 

" Buined from end to end," seiid the man of machi- 
nery. " If she rolls, the forward cylinder will come 
down and go through her bottom. Both columns are 
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clean cut through. Itiere 'b nothing to hold any 
thing up." 

The council of 'war clanked oS to see if Ur. Wardrop'a 
words were true. He warned tiiem that It waa as much 
as a man's life was worth to enter the engine-room, and 
they contented themselves with a distant inspection 
through the t-t''"''i''B Bteam. The Haliotia lifted to the 
long, easy swell, and the starboard supporting-column 
ground a trifle, as a man grits his teeth under the knife. 
The forward cylinder was depending on that unknown 
force men call the pertinacity of materials, which now 
and then balances that other heartbreaking power, the 
perversity of inanimate things. 

" You see I " said Mr. Wardrop, hurrying them away. 
"The engines are n't worth their price as old iron." 

" We tow," was the answer. " Afterwards we shall 
confiscate." 

The man-of-war was short-handed, and did not see 
the neceeaity for putting a prize-crew aboard the 
Haiiotis. So aha sent one sublieutenant, wb<»n the 
skipper kept very drunk, for he did not wish to make 
the tow too easy, and, moreover, be bad an inconspicu- 
ous Uttle rope hanging from the stem of his ship. 

Then they began to tow at an average speed of four 
knots an hour. The Haliotia was very hard to move, 
and the gunnery -lieutenant, who had fired the fivo' inch 
shell, had leisure to think upon consequences. Kr, 
Wardrop was the busy man. He borrowed all the crew 
to shOTe up the cylinders with spars and blocks from 
the bottom and sides of the ship. It was a day's risky 
work; but anything was better than drowning at the 
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and of a tow-rope; and U the forward <^linder baa 
(aUeo, it would have made its way to the sea-bed, and 
taken the Haliotit after. 

" Where are we going to, and bow long wHI tbey tow 
tisl " he aaked of the skipper. 

"God knowBl and this prise lieutenant 'e drunk. 
Vhat do you think you can dot" 

*' There 'a just the bare chance," Hr. Wardrop whim- 
pered, though no one was within hearing—" there 'a 
just the bare chance o' repairin' her, if a man knew 
how. They 've twisted the very guts out of her, 
bringing her up with that jerk; but I 'm saying that, 
with time and patience, there 'a just the chance o' 
making steam yet. We oould do it." 

The skipper's eye brightened. " Do you mean," he 
began, "that she is any good!" 

" Oh, no," said Mr, Wardrop. " She 'U need three 
thousand pounds in repairs, at the lowest, if she 's to 
take Qie sea again, an' that apart from any injury to 
her Btructure. She 's like a man &iUen down five pair 
o' stairs. We can't tell for months what has happened ; 
but we know she '11 never be good again without a new 
inside. Te should see the condenser-tubes an' the 
steam connections to the donkey, for two things only. 
I 'm not afraid of (hem repairin' her. I 'm afraid of 
them stealin' thhiga," 

" They 've fired on us. They '11 have to explain 
that." 

" Our reputation *s not good enough to ask for ex- 
planations. Let 's take what we have and be thankful. 
Ye would not have consuls rememberin' the Quidm' 
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Light an' the 8kah-in-Shah, and the Aglaia, at thli 
Cooat alarmin' crisis. We 've been no better than 
pirates these ten years. Under Providence we 're no 
worse than thieves now. We 've much to be thankful 
for— if we e'er get bade to her." 

"Hake it your own way, then," said the skipper. "If 
there 's the least chance—" 

"I '11 leave none," said Ur. Wardrc^—*' none that 
they '11 dare to take. Keep her heavy on the tow, toe 
we need time." 

The skipper never interfered with the affairs of the 
engine-room, and JSt. Wardrop— an artist in his profes- 
Bion— turned to and composed a work terrible and for- 
bidding. His background was the dark-grained sides 
of the engine-room; his material the metals of power 
and strength, helped out with spars, baulks, and ropes. 
The man-of-war towed sullenly and viciously. The 
Satiotia behind her hummed like a hive before swarm- 
ing. With extra and totally unneeded spars her crew 
blocked up the space round the forward engine till it 
resembled a statue in its scaffolding, and the butts of 
the shores interfered with every view that a dispassion- 
ate eye might wish to take. And that the dispassionate 
mind might be swiftly shaken out of its calm, the well- 
sunk bolts of the shores were wrapped round untidily 
with loose ends of ropes, giving a studied effect of most 
dangerous insecurity. Next, Mr. Wardr(^ took up a 
collection from the after ongine, which, as you will 
remember, had not been affected in the general wreck. 
The cylinder escape-valve he abolished with a flogging- 
hammer. It is difficult in far-off ports to come by such 
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▼alveB, unteea, like Hr. Wardrop, 70U keep duplicates !□ 
■tore. At tbe eame time men took off the nuts of two 
of the great holding-down bolts that serve to keep the 
engines in place on their solid bed. An engine violentl7 
arrested in mid-career may easily jerk ofi the nut ot 
a holding-down bolt, and this accident looked veiy 
natural. 

Passing along the tunnel, he removed several shaft 
coupling-bolts and -nuts, scattering other and ancient 
pieces of iron underfoot. Cylinder-bolts he cut off to 
the number of six from the after engine cylinder, so 
that it might match its nei^bour, and stuffed tba bilge- 
and feed-pumps with cotton-waste. Then be made up 
a neat bundle of the various odds and ends that he had 
gathered from the engines— little things like nuts and 
valre-spiudlee, all carefully tallowed— and retired with 
them under tbe floor of the engine-room, where he 
sighed, being fat, as he passed from manhole to man- 
hole of tbe double bottom, and in a foirly dry submarine 
compartment bid them. Any engineer, particularly in 
an unfriendly port, has a right to keep his spare stores 
where he chooses; and the foot of one of the cylinder 
shores blocked all entrance into the regular store-room, 
even it that had not been already closed with steel 
wedges. In conclusion, he disconnected thu after 
engine, laid piston and connecting-rod, carefully tal- 
lowed, where it would be most inconvenient to the 
casual visitor, to<^ out three of the eight collars of the 
thrust-block, hid them where only he could find them 
again, filled tbe boilers by hand, wedged the sliding 
doors ot the coal-bunkera, and rested from big labours. 
UOTl 
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The engine-room was s cemetery, and It did not need 
tbe contents of the ash-lift thnn^h the skylight to 
make it any worse. 

He invited the skipper to look at the completed work. 

" Saw ye ever such a forsaken wreck as that? " said 
lie proudly. " It almost frights ni« to go under those 
shores. Now, what d' you think they 'U do to us! " 

" Wait till we see," said the skipper. " It '11 be bad 
enough when it comes." 

He was not wrong. The plessant days of towing 
ended all too soon, though the Baliotis trailed behind 
her a heavily weighted jib stayed out into the shape of 
a pocket; and Mr, Wardrop was no longer an artist of 
imagination, but one of seven-and-twenty prisoners in a 
prisMt full of insects. The man-of-war bad towed them 
to the nearest port, not to the headquarters of the 
colony, and when Mr. Wardrop saw the dismal little 
harbour, with its ragged line of Chinese junks, its one 
crazy tug, and the boat-building shed that, under the 
charge of a philosophical Malay, represented a dock- 
yard, he sighed and shook his head. 

"I did well," he said. "This is the habitation o* 
wreckers an' thieves. We 're at the uttermost ends of 
tbe earth. Think you they '11 ever know in En^andl '* 

"Does n't look like it," said the skipper. 

They were marched ashore with what they stood up 
in, under a generous escort, and were judged accord- 
ing to tbe ciistoms of the country, which, though excel- 
lent, are a little out of date. There were the pearls; 
there were the poachers; and there sat a smaU but hot 
Governor. He consulted for a while, and then things 
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began to tnove with speed, for he did not vteh to keep 
a hungty crew at large on the beach, and the man-of- 
war bad gcme up the coast. Withawaveof his hand— 
a stroke of the pen was not necessary— he consigned 
them to the blakgang-tana, the back-country, and the 
hand of the Iaw removed them from his sight and the 
knowledge of men. They were marched into the palms, 
and the back-country swallowed them up— aU the crew 
of the Ealiotu. 

Deep peace continued to brood over Europe, Asia, 
Africa, America, Australasia, and Polynesia. 

It was the firing that did it. They should have kept 
their council ; but when a few thousand foreigners are 
bursting with joy over the fact that a ship under the 
British flag has been fired at on the high seas, news 
travels quickly; and when it came out that the pearl- 
stealing crew had not been allowed access to their con- 
sul (there was no consul within a few hundred miles of 
that lonely port) even the friendliest of Powers has a 
right to ask questions. The great heart of the British 
public was beating furiously on account of the perform- 
ance of a notorious race-hoise, and had not a throb to 
waste on distant accidents; but somewhere deep in the 
hull of the ship of State there is machinery which more 
or less accurately takes charge of foreign affairs. That 
machinery began to revolve, and who so shocked and 
surprised as the Power that had captured the Hatiotis t 
It explained that colonial governors and far-away men- 
of-war were difficult to control, and promised that it 
would most certahily make an example both of the 
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OoTemor and the vessel, Ab for the crev reported to 
be pressed into military service in tropical dimes, it 
would produce them as soon as possible, and it would 
apologise, if necessary. Now, no apologies were 
needed. When one nation apologises to another, 
tnillionB of amateurs who have no earthly concern 
with the difficulty hurl themselves into the strife and 
embarrass the trained spedalist. It was requested 
that the crew be found, if they were still alive— they 
had be^i eight months beyond knowledge— and it was 
promised that all would be forgotten. 

The little Qovemor of the little port was pleased 
with himself. Seven-aud-twenty white men made a 
very compact force to Uirow away on a war that had 
neither beginning nor end— a jungle-and- stockade fight 
that flickered and smouldered through the wet hot 
years in the hills a hundred miles away, and was the 
heritage of every wearied official. He had, he thought, 
deserved well of his country; and if only some one 
would buy the unhappy Bcdiotia, moored in the har- 
bour below his verandah, his cup would be full. He 
looked at ttie neatly silvered lamps that he had taken 
from her cabins, and thought of much that might be 
turned to account. But his countrymen in that moist 
climate had no spirit. They would peep into the silent 
engine-room, and shake their heads. E^en the men-of- 
war would not tow her further up the coast, where the 
Governor believed that she could bt repaired She wai 
a bad bargain; but her cabin carpets were undeniably 
beautiful, and his wife approved of her mirrors. 

Three hours later cables were bursting round him liks 
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shellfl, for, though he knew it not, he was being offered 
08 a sacrifice by tiie nether to the upper millstone, and 
his superiors bad no regard for his feelings. He had, 
said the cables, grossly exceeded his power, and failed 
to report on events. He would, therefore— at this he 
cast himsdf back in his hammock— produce the crew 
of the Haliotia. He would send for them, and, if that 
failed, he would put his dignity on a pony and fetch 
them himself. He had no conceivable right to make 
pearl-poachers serve in any war. He would be held 
responsible. 

Next morning the cables wished to know whether he 
bad found the crew of the ff<Uioti». They were to be 
found, freed and fed— he was to feed them— till such 
time as they could be sent to the nearest English port 
in a man-of-war. If you abuse a man long enough in 
great words flashed over the sea-beds, things happen. 
The QovemoT sent inland swifUy for his prisoners, who 
were also soldiers; and never was a militia regiment 
more anxious to reduce its strength. No power short 
of death could make these mad men weiu: the uniform 
of their service. They would not fight, except with 
their fellows, and it was for that reason the regiment 
had not gone to war, but stayed in a stockade, reason- 
ing with the new troops. The autumn campaign had 
been a fiasco, but here were the Englishmen. All the 
regiment marched back to guard them, and the haiiy 
enemy, armed with blow-pipes, rejoiced in the forest. 
Five of the crew had died, but there lined up on the 
Qoremor'B verandah two-and-twenty men marked 
about the legs with the scars of leech-bites. A few <d 
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them wore binges that had once been troitsers; the 
others used loin-cloths of gay patterns; and they ex- 
isted beautifully but simply in the OoTemor's vatm- 
doh, and when he came out they sang at him. When 
you have lost seventy thousand pounds' worth of 
pearls, your pay, your ship, and all your clothes, and 
have Uved in bondage for five months beyond the 
fointest pretences of dvilieation, you know what true 
independence means, for you become tiie happiest of 
created things— natural man. 

The Qovemor told the crew that they were evil, and 
they asked for food. When be saw how they ate, and 
when he remembered that none of the pearl patrol- 
boats were expected for two months, he sighed. But 
the crew of the EalioUa lay down in the verandah, and 
said that they were pensionera of the Qovemor's boun^, 
A grey-bearded man, fat and bald-headed, his one gar- 
ment a green-ond-yellow loin-cloth, saw the Haliotia in 
the harbour, and bdlowed for joy. The men crowded 
to the verandah-rail, kicking aside the long cane chalre. 
They pointed, gesticulated, and argued freely, without 
shame. The militia regiment sat down in the Qover- 
nor's garden. The Governor retired to his hammock- 
it was aa easy to be killed lying as standing— and his 
women equeaked from the shuttered rooms. 

*' She sold! " said the grey-bearded man, pointing to 
the Haliotit. He was Mr. Wardrop. 

" No good," said the Governor, shaking his head. 
"No one come buy." 

" He 's taken my lamps, tiiough," scud the skipper 

He wore one leg of a pair of trousen, and hia eye wan* 
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dered along the Tenuutah, The Qovemor quailed. 
Tban were cuddy camp-stools and the skipper's writ- 
ing-table la plain sight. 

" They Ve deaned her out, o' course," said Ur. War- 
drop. " Tbsy would. We 'II go aboard and take an 
inTentory. Beel " He waved his hands over the har> 
hour. *' We— live— there— now. Sorryt " 

^e Governor smiled a smHe of relief. 

" He 's (Had of that," said one of the crew, refleo- 
tively. "I should n't wonder." 

They flocked down to the harbour-front, the militia 
regiment clattering behind, and embarked themselves 
in what they found— it happened to be the Qovemor's 
boat. Ihen they disappeared over the bulwarks of the 
BdiioHa, and the QovemiU' prayed that they might find 
occupation inside. 

Ur. Wardrop's first bound took him to the engine- 
room; and when the others were patting the well- 
remembeied decks, they heard him giving Qod thanks 
that things were as he had left them. The wrecked 
engines stood over his head untouched; no inexpert 
hand had meddled with his shores; the steel wedges of 
the store-room were rusted home; and, best of all, the 
hundred and sixty tons of good Australian coal in the 
bunkers had not diminished, 

" I don't understand it," said Ur. Wardrop. *' Any 
Halay knows the use 0* copper. They ought to have 
cut away the pipes. And with Chinese junks coming 
here, too. It 's a special interposition o' Provi- 
dence." 

"Tou think so," said the okli^ter, from above. 
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" There 's <Hily been one thief here, and he 'a cleaned 
her out of an my things, anyhow." 

Here the skipper spoke less than the tnitii, tor under 
the planking of his cabin, only to be reached by a chisel, 
lay a little money -which never drew any interest— his 
sheet-anchor to windward. It was all in dean sover- 
eigns that pass current the world over, and might have 
amounted to more than a hundred pounds. 

" He 's left me alone. Let *s thank Ood," r^>eated 
Mr. Wardrop. 

"He's taken everything else; lookl" 

The SalioHa, except as to her engine-room, had been 
systematically and sdentiflcally gutted from one end to 
the other, and there was strong evidence tiiat an un- 
clean guard bad camped in the skipper's cabin to regu- 
late that plunder. She lacked glass, plate, crockery, 
cutiery, mattresses, cuddy carpets and chairs, all boats, 
and her copper ventilators. These things had been 
removed, with her sails and aa much of the wire rig- 
ging as would not imperil the safety of the masts. 

" He must have sold those," said the skli^r. " The 
other things are in his house, I suppose." 

Every fitting that could be pried or screwed out was 
gone. Fort, starboard, and masthead lights ; teak grat- 
ings; sliding sashes of the deck-house; the captain's 
chest of drawers, with charts and chart-table; i^oto- 
graphs, brackets, and looking-glasses; cabin doors; 
rubbOT cuddy mats; hatch-irons; half the funnel-stays; 
oork fenders; carpenter's grindstone and tool-chest; 
holystones, swabs, sque^ees; all cabin and pantry 
lamps; galley-fittings en bloc; fiags and flag-Iockerj 
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docks, chronometers; the forward ctnnpasB and tiie 
ship's bell and beUry, were among the nuBsing. 

There vera great scarred nuirks on the deck-plank- 
ing over which the cargo-derricks had been hauled. 
One must have fallen by the way, for the bulwark-rails 
were smashed and bent and the side-plates bruised, 

" It 'a the Governor," said the skipper. " He *b 
been selling her on the instalment plan." 

" Let 's go up with spanners and shovels, and kill 'em 
■JI," shouted the crew. " Let 's drown him, and keep 
the woman I" 

" Then we '11 be shot by that black-and-tan regiment 
—our regiment. What 's the trouble ashoref They've 
camped our regiment on the beach." 

" We 're cut off, Uiat 'b all. Go and see what they 
want," said Mr. Wardrop. *' You Ve the trousepB." 

la hia simple way the Governor was a strategist. 
He did not desire that tiie crew of the HaliotU should 
come ashore again, either singly or in detachments, 
and he proposed to turn their steamer into a convict- 
hulk. They would wait— he explained this from the 
quay to the skipper in the barge— and they would con- 
tinue to wait till the man-of-war came along, exactly 
where they were. If one of them set foot ashore, the 
entire regiment would opes fire, and he would not 
scruple to use the two cannon of the town. Meantime 
food would be sent daily in a boat under an armed 
escort. The skipper, bare to the waist, and rowing, 
could only grind his teeth; and the Governor improved 
the occasion, and revenged himself for the bitter words 
in the cables, by saying what he thougjit of the morals 
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and mannerB ot the crew. Hie barge retunied to the 
HaUotia in ailence, and the skipper climbed aboard, 
white on the cheek-bones and blue about the noetrila. 

"I knew it," said Mr. Wardtop; "and they won't 
give us good food, either. We shall have bananas 
morning, noon, and night, an' a man can't work on 
fruit. TTe know that." 

Then the skipper cursed Ur. Vardrop for Importing 
frivotouB side-issues into the conversatioa ; and the crew 
cursed one another, and the HaXiotia, the voyage, and 
all that they knew or could bring to mind. They sat 
down in silence on the empty decks, and their eyea 
burned in Uieir heads. The green harbour water 
chuckled at them overside. They looked at the palm- 
fringed hillB inland, at the white houses above tiie 
harbour road, at Uie single tier of native craft by tin 
quay, at the stolid soldiery sitting round the two can- 
non, and, last of all, at the blue bar of the horizon. Mr. 
Wardrop was buried in thought, and scratched imaginary 
linee with his untrimmed finger-nails on the planking. 

" I make no promise," he said, at last, " for I can't 
eay what may or may not have h^pened to them. But 
here 's the ship, and here 's us," 

There was a little scornful laughter at this, and Mr. 
Wardrop knitted his brows. He recalled that in the 
days when he wore trousers he had been chief engineer 
of the HaUotia, 

" Haiiand, Mackeey, Noble, Eay, Naughton, Fink, 
O'Hara, Trumbull," 

"Here, sirl" The instinct of obedience waked to 
r the roll-call of the engine-room. 
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"Bdowl" 

The7 roee and went. 

" Captain, I 'U trouble you for the rest of the men as 
I want them. Ve 'U get my stores out, and clear away 
the shores we don't need, and then we '11 patch her up. 
Xg mea wiE remember that they 're in the HiUiotia, 
— under »»e." 

He went into the ei^:ine-room, and the others stared. 
They were uaed to the accidents of the sea, but this 
was beyond their experience. None who had seen the 
engine-room believed that anything short of new engines 
from end to end could stirtheSoItotia&omher moorings. 

The engine-room stores were nneartlied, and Hr. 
Wordrop's face, red with the filth of the bilges and the 
exertion of travelling on his stomach, lit with joy. 
The spare gear of the HaliotU had been unusually com- 
plete, and two-and-twenty men, armed with screw- 
jacks, differential blocks, tackle, vices, and a forge or 
so, can look Kismet between the eyes without wink- 
ing. The crew were ordered to replace the holding- 
down and shaft-bearing bolts, and return the collars of 
the throst-block. Vhen they had finished, Itir. Wardrop 
delivered a lecture on repairing compound engines 
without the tud of the shops, and the men sat about on 
the cold machinery. The cross-head jammed in the 
guides leered at them drunkenly, but offered no help. 
They ran their fingers hopelessly into the cracks of the 
starboard supporting-column, and picked at the ends of 
the ropes round the shores, while Itfr. Wardrop's voice 
roee and fell echoing, tUl the quick tropio night closed 
down over the engine-room skylight. 
[ITT] 
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Next moming the work of reconatructioQ began. 

It has been explained that the foot of the connecting- 
rod was forced against the foot of the starboard sup- 
porting-column, which it had cracked through and 
drivea outward towards the ship's skin. To all appear- 
ance the job was more than hopeless, for rod and 
column seemed to have been welded into one. But 
herein Frovidence smiled on them for one moment to 
hearten them through the wear; weeks ahead. The 
second engineer— more reckless than resourceful- 
struck at randtmi with a cold chisel into the caet-tron of 
the column, and a greasy, grey flake of metal flew from 
under the imprisoned foot of the connecting-rod, while 
tho rod itself fell away slowly, and brought up with a 
thunderous clang somewhere in the dark of the crank- 
pit. The guides-plates above were still jammoL fasv in 
the guides, but the first blow had been struck. They 
spent the rest of the day grooming the donkey-engine, 
which stood inunediately forward of the engine-room 
hatch. Its tarpaulin, of oouise, had been stolen, and 
eight warm months had not improved the working 
parts. Further, the last dying hiccup of the Halioti* 
eeemed— or it might have been the Ualay from the 
boat-house— to have lifted the thing bodily on its bolts, 
and set it down inaccurately as regarded its steam 



"If we only had one single cargo-derrick I " Ur. 
Tardrop sighed. *' We can take the cylinder-cover off 
by hand, if we sweat; but to get the rod out o' the pis- 
t(m 's not possible unless we use steam. Well, there '11 
besteamthemomjifthere'snotbingelse, She'Uflnlel 
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Next momiiig men from the shore saw the SaUotia 
throu^ a doud, for it was as though the deck Hmobed. 
Her crew were j^hAni-ng steam through the shaken and 
leaky pipes to its work in the forward donkey-engiae; 
and where oakum failed to plug a crack, they stripped 
off their loin-cloths for lapping, and swore, half-boiled 
and mother-naked. The donkey-engine worked— at a 
price— tiie price of constant attention and furious stok- 
ing—worked long enough to allow a wire rope (it was 
made up of a funnel and a foremast-stay) to be led into 
the engine-rocnn and made fast on the cylinder-corer of 
the forward engine. That rose easily enough, and was 
hauled through the skylight and on to the deck, many 
hands assisting the doubtful steam. Then came the 
tug of war, for it was necessary to get to the piston and 
the Jammed piston-rod. They removed two of the pis- 
ton Junk-ring studs, screwed in two strong iron eye- 
bolts by way of handles, doubled the wire rope, and set 
half a dOEen men to smite with an extemponsed batter- 
ing-ram at the end of the piston-rod, where it peered 
throu^ the piston, while the donkey-engine hauled 
upwards on the piston itself. After four hours of this 
furious work, the piston-rod suddenly sUpped, and the 
piston rose with a Jerk, knocking one or two men over 
into the engine-room. But when Ur. Wardrop declared 
that the piston had not split, they cheered, and thou^t 
nothing of their wounds; and the donkey-engine was 
hastily stopped ; its boiler was no thing to tamper with. 

And day by day their suf^lies reached them by boat. 

The skipper humbled himself once more before the 

Oovemor, and as a concessioii had leave to get drink- 
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ing water from the ISaiaj boat-builder on the quay. It 
was not good drinking water, but the Ualay was anx- 
ious to supply anything in his power, if he were paid 
for it. 

Now when the Jaws of tbe forward engine stood, as 
it were, stripped and empty, Uiey began to wedge up 
the shores of the cylinder itself. That work alone filled 
the better part of three days— warm and sticky days, 
when the hands slipped and Bweat ran into the eyes. 
Wben the last wedge was hammered home there was 
no longer an ounce of weight on the supporting-col- 
umns; and Ur. Vardrop rummaged tiie ship for boiler^ 
plate three-quarters of an inch thick, where he oould 
find it. There was not much available, but what there 
was was more than beaten gold to him. In one des- 
perate forenoon the entire crew, naked and lean, haled 
back, more or less into place, the starboard supporting- 
column, which, as you remember, was cracked clean 
through. Hr. Wardrop found them asleep where they 
had finished the work, and gave them a day's rest, 
smiling upon them as a father while he drew chalk- 
marks about the cracks. They woke to new and more 
trying labour; for over each one of those cracks a plate 
of three-quarter-inch boiler-irea was to be worked hot. 
the rivet-holes being drilled by hand. All that time 
they were fed on fruits, chiefly bananas, with aome 
sago. 

Those were the days when mea swooned over the 

ratchet-drill and the hand-forge, and where they fell 

they had leave to lie unless their bodies were in the way 

of their fellows' feet. And so, patch upon patch, and a 

£180] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA 

patch over all, the starhoard supporting-column waa 
clouted; but when they thought all waa Becure, Mr, 
Wardrop decreed that the noble patchwork would never 
support working engines; at the beat, it could only 
hold the guide-bars approximately true. The dead 
weight of the cylinders must be borne by vertical struts; 
and, therefore, a gang would repair to the bows, and 
take out, with files, the big bow-anchor davits, each of 
which was some three inches in diameter. They threw 
hot coals at Wardrop, and threatened to kilt him, those 
who did not weep (they were ready to weep on the least 
provocation) ; but he hit them with iron bars heated at 
the end, and they limped forward, and the davits came 
with th^n when they returned. They slept sixteen 
hours on the strength of it, and in three days two 
struts were in place, bolted from the foot of the star- 
board supporting-column to the under side of the 
cylinder. There remained now the port, or condenser- 
column, which, though not so badly cracked as its fel- 
low, bad also been strengthened in four places with 
bdler-plate patches, but needed struts. They took 
away the main stanchions of the bridge for that work, 
and, crazy with toil, did not see till all was in place 
that the rounded bars of iron must be flattened from 
top to bottom to allow the air-pump levers to clear them. 
It waa Wardrop's oversight, and be wept bitterly before 
Uie men as he gave the order to lubolt the struts and 
flatten them with hammer and the flame. Now the 
broken engine was underpinned firmly, and they took 
away the wooden shores from under the cylinders, and 
gave them to the robbed bridge, thanking Ood for even 
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halt a day's work on gentle, kindly wood Instead of ths 
itou that bad entered into tbeir eouls. Ei^t months 
in the back-country among the leeches, at a tempera- 
ture of 84° moist, is very bad for the nerves. 

They had kept the hardest work to the last, as boys 
save Latin prose, and, worn thou^ they were, Mr. 
Wardrop did not dare to give them rest. The {dston- 
rod and connecting-rod were to be strai^tened, and 
this was a job for a regular dockyard with every appli- 
ance. They (ell to it, cheered by a little chalk showing 
of work done and time consumed which Mr. Vardrc^ 
wrote up on the engine-room bulkhead. Fifteen days 
bad gone— fifteen days of killing labour— and there 
was hope before them. 

It is curious that no man knows how the rods were 
Btrai^tenod. The crew of the H(diot%» remember that 
week very dimly, as a fever patient remembers the 
delirium of a long night. There were fires everywhere, 
they say; the whole ship was one consuming furnace, 
and the hammers were never stilL Now, there could 
not have been more than one fire at the most, for Mr. 
Vardrop distinctly recalls that no strai^tenlng was 
done except under his own eye. They remember, too, 
that for many y6ars voices gave orders which they 
obeyed with tbeir bodies, but their minds were abroad 
on all tiie seas. It seems to them that they stood 
through days and nights slowly sliding a bar backwards 
and forwards through a white g^ow that was part ot 
the ship. They remember an bitolerable noise In ttieir 
burning heads from the waQs of the stoke-bde, and they 
remember being savagely beaten by men whose eyes 
[182] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA 

seemed asleep. Then their bUH vas over they would 
draw straight lines in the air, anxiously and repeatedly, 
and would question <me another in their sleep, crying, 
" iBBhsBtrai^tt" 

At last— they do not remember nhether this was by 
day or by night— Mr. Wardrop be^ian to dance clumsily, 
and wept the while; and they too danced and wept, and 
went to Bleep twitching all over; and when they woke, 
men said that the rods were straightened, and no one 
did any work for two days, but lay on the decks and 
ate fruit. Kr. Wardrop would go below from time to 
time, and pat the two rods where they lay, and they 
heard I't"' singing hymns. 

Then his trouble of mind went from him, and at Ihe 
end ot the third day's idleness he made a drawing in 
chalk upon the deck, with letters of the alphabet at the 
an^es. He pointed out that, though the piston-rod 
was more or less straight, the piston-rod cross-head— 
Lhe thing that had been jammed sideways in the guides 
—had been bad^ strained, and had cracked tba lower 
end of the pstou'rod. He was going to forge and shrink 
a wrought-lron collar <«i the neck <tf the piston-rod 
where it joined the cross-head, and fr<»n the collar he 
would bolt a Y-shaped pece of iron whose lower arms 
should be bolted into the cross-head. If anything motB 
were needed they could use up the last of the botlei^ 
plate. 

So the forges were lit again, and men burned their 

bodies, but hardly felt the pain. The finished connection 

was not beautiful, but it seemed strong enough— at 

least, as strong as the rest of the machinery, and with 

[183] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA 

thatjobtheirlabouTsoametoanmd. All that rranained 
was to connect up the en^es, and to get food and 
water. The ekipper and four men dealt with the Ualay 
boat-builder— by night chiefly; it waa no time to hag 
gle over the price of sago and dried fish. The others 
stayed aboard and replaced piston, piston-rod, cylinder- 
cover, cross-head, and bolts, with the aid of the faithful 
donkey-engine. The cylinder-cover was hardly steam- 
proof, and the eye of science might have seen in the 
connecting-rod a flexure something like that of a 
Christmas-tree candle which has melted and been 
straightened by hand over a stove, but, as Ur. Wardrt^ 
said, " She did n't hit anything." 

As Bwm as the last bolt was in place, men tumbled 
over one another in their anxiety to get to the hand 
starting-gear, the wheel and worm, by which some 
engines can be moved when there is no steam aboard. 
They nearly wrenched off the wheel, but it was evident 
to the blindest eye that the engines stirred. They did 
not revolve inttieir ortuts with any enthusiasm, as good 
machines should; Indeed, they groaned not a littlej 
but they moved over and came to rest in a way which 
proved that they still recognised man's hand. Then 
Ur, Wardrop sent his slaves into the darker bowels tA 
the engine-room and the stoke-hole, and followed them 
■with a flare-lamp. The boilers were sound, but would 
take no barm from a little scaling and cleaning. Xr. 
Wardrop would not have any one over-zealous, for he 
feared what the next stroke of the tool might show 
'^The lees we know about her now," said he, "the 
better for us all, I 'm thinkin'. Ye 'U understand 
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in« when I eaj that this is in no sense regular engi- 
neerm'," 

As his raiment, when he spoke, was his gre7 beard 
and uncut hair, they believed him. They did not ask 
too much of what tiwy met, but polished and tallowed 
attd scraped it to a false brilliancy. 

" A lick (tf paint would make me easier in mj mind,^ 
said Hr. Wardrop, plaintiTdy. " I know half the ocm- 
denaer-tubea are started ; and the proDeller-shaftin' 's 
God knows how for out of the true, and we 11 need a 
new aii^pump, an' the main-steam leaks like a sieve, 
and there 's worse each wi^ I look; but— paint 's like 
clothee to a man, an' ouis is near all gone." 

The skipper unearthed soma stale ropy paint of the 
loathflome green that they used for the galleys of 
sailing-ships, and Hr. Wardrop spread it abroad lav- 
ishly to give the engines self-respect. 

His own was returning day by day, for he wore bis 
loin-cloth continuously; but the crew, having worked 
under orders, did not feel as he did. The completed 
work satisfied Ur. Wardrop. He would at the lost 
have made shift to run to Singapore, and gone home 
without vengeance taken to show his engines to his 
brethren in the craft; but the others and the captain 
forbade him. They had not yet recovered their self- 
respect, 

" It would be safer to make what ye might call a trial 
trip, but beggars must n't be choosers; an' if the 
engines will go over to the hand-gear, the probability— 
I 'm only saying it 's a probability— the chance is that 
they 'U hold up when we put steam on her." 
[185] 
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" How long will you take to get Bteamt " said the 

Bkipper. • 

" God koowal Four hours— a day— half a week. If 
I can raise sixty pound I *1I not oomplain," 

" Be sure of her first; we cant afford to go out half 
a mile, and break down." . ^^' 

*' Hy soul and body, man, we 're one continuous 
breakdown, fon an* aft I We might fetch Singapore, 



^rl 



" We '11 break down at Pygang-Watai, where we can 
do good," waa the answer, in a voice that did not allow 
argument, " She 'a my boat, and— I 've had eight 
months to think In." "^ 

No man saw the Halioti* depart, though many heard 
her. She left at two in the morning, having cat her 
mowing and it was none of her crew's pleasure that 
tiie engines ahould strike up a thundering hidf-seas- 
over chanty that echoed among the hills. Hr. Wardrop 
wiped away a tear as he listened to the new song, 

" She 's gibberin'— she 's Just gibberin'," he whim- , 
Dwed. " Ton 'b tUe voice of a maniao.." 

And it engines have any soul, as their masters believe, 
he was quite right. There were outcries and clamours, 
sobs and horsts of chattering laughter, silences where 
the trained ear yearned for the clear note, and tortur- 
ing reduplications where there should have been one 
deep voice. Down the screw-shaft ran murmurs and 
warnings, while a heort-dlseased flutter without told 
that the propeller needed re-keylng. 

" Bow does she make itt " said the skipper. 

"She movee, but— but she 's hreaUa' my heart 
. [186] 
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The sooner we 're at Pygang-Watai, the better. She 'a 
mad, and we 're waking the town." 

" Is she at all near safet " 

"What do Icare how safe she ifll She*8mad. Hear 
that, now! To be sure, nothing *s hittin' anything, 
.^ and the bearin's are fairly cool, but— can ye not 
heart" 

"If ahe goes," said the skipper, "I don't care 9 
curse. And ahe 's my boat, too." 

She went, trailing a fathom of weed behind her. 
From a slow two knots an hour she crawled up to 
a triumphant four. Anything beyond that made the 
struts quiver dangerously, and filled the engine-room 
with steam. Morning showed her out of sight of Umd, 
and there was a visible ripple under her bows; but she 
complained bitterly in her bowels, and, as though the 
noise had called It, there shot along across the purple 
al* sea a swift, dark proa, hawk-like and curious, which 

* presently ranged alongside and wished to know if the 
Saliotia were helpless. Ships, even the steamers of the 
X white men, had been known to break down in those 

*^V waters, and the honest Malay and Javanese tradras 
would sometimes aid them in their own peculiar way. 
But this ship was not full of lady passengers and 
well-dressed officers. Men, white, naked and savage, 
swarmed down her sides— some with red-hot iron 
bars, and others with large hammers— threw them* 
sdves upon those innocent inquiring strangers, and, 
before any man could say what had happened, were 
In full possession of the proa, while the lawful owners 
bobbed in the water overside. Half an hour later 
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the proa's cargo of sago and trapang, as well aa a 
doubtfol-minded ccnnpaas, was in the ScUioUe. The 
two huge triangular mat sails, with their aevent^-f oot 
yards and boomfl, had followed the cargo, and were 
being fitted to the Btripped masts of the steamer. 

They rose, they swelled, they filled, and the empty 
steamer visibly laid over as the wind took them. They 
gave her nearly three knots an hour, and what better 
could men askt But if she bad been forlorn before, 
this new purchase made her horrible to see. Imagine 
a reapectable charwoman in the tights of a ballet-dancer 
ndling drunk along the streets, and you will come to 
some faint notion of the appearance of that nine-bun- 
dred-ton well-decked once schooner-rigged cargo-boat 
as she stt^gered under her new help, diouting and 
raving acroBB the deep. With steam and Bail that toar- 
vellouB voyage continued; and the bright-eyed crew 
looked over the rail, desolate, unkempt, unshorn, 
shamelessly clothed—beyond the decencies. 

At the end of the third week die si^^ted the island 
of Pygang-Vatai, whose harbour is the turning-point 
of a pearling sea-patrol. Here the gunboata stay for 
a week ere they retrace their line. There is no village 
at Pygang-Watai ; only a stream of water, some palms, 
and a harbour safe to reet in till the first violence of the 
southeast monsoon has blown itself out. They opened 
up the low coral beach, with its mound of white- 
washed coal ready for supply, the deserted huts for the 
sailors, and the fiagless fiagstaff. 

Next day there was no HaliotU—orily a little proa 

locking in the warm rain at the mouth of the harbour, 
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whose crew watched witii hungry eyes the smoke of a 
gunboat on the horixon. 

Months afterwards there were a few linee In an 
Fngliah newspaper to the effect that some gunboat of 
some foreign Power had broken her bock at the mouth 
ot some far-away harbour by running at full speed into 
a sunken wreak. 
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PAST I 

I hftTB dons one brarer thing 

Tbmn all the worthlee did; 
And Tet a brarer thenae doth tpiiag, 

Vndek Is to keep that hid. 

Thi U1111BTAZDI& 

**TS tt officially deolared yetl " 

X *' Tbey 're gone as tar as to admit ' extreme local 
scarcity,' and they 've started relief-works in one 01 
two districtB, the paper says." 

" That means it will be declared as soon as they can 
make sure of the men and the rolling-stock. 'Should n't 
wonder if it were aa bad as the '78 Famine." 

" 'Can't be," said Scott, turning a little in the long 
cane chair. " We 've had flfteen-anna crops in the 
north, and Bombay and Bengal report more than they 
know what to do with. They 'U be able to check it 
before it gets out of hand. It will only be local." 

Hartyn picked the '* Pioneer " from the table, reed 

through the telegrams once more, and put up his feet 

<m the otuir-restB. It was a hot, dark, breathlegs «v«n- 
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ing, heavy with the aaeSl of the newly watered lIotL 
The flowers in the Club gardens were dead and black on 
their stalks, the little lotus-pond was a drcU of caked 
mud, and the tamarisk-treeB were white with the dust of 
weeks. Host of the men were at the band-stand in the 
public gardens— from the Club verandah you could hear 
the native Police band hammering stale wattees—or on 
the polo-ground, or in the high- walled flvee-court, hotter 
than a Dutch oven. Half a dozen grooms, squatted at 
the beads of their ponies, waited their masters' return. 
Frtan time to time a man would ride at a foot-pace into 
the Club compound, and listieasly loaf over to the 
whitewashed barracks beside the main building. These 
were supposed to be chambers. Uen lived in th^n, 
meeting the same white faces night after night at 
dinner, and drawing out their offlce-work till the latest 
possible hour, that they might escape that doleful 
company. 

"What are you going to dot" said Martyn, with a 
yawn. " Let 's have a swim before dinner." 

" 'Water 's hot. I was at the bath to-day." 

" Tlay you game o' billiards — fifty up." 

" It 's a hundred and five in the hall now. Sit still 
and dont be so abominably energetic." 

A grunting camel swung up to the ptnch, his badged 
and belted rider fumbling a leather poodL 

"Kubher-kargaz-ki-yektraaa," the man whined, 
hftTi <>in g down the newspaper extra— a slip printed on 
one side only, and damp from the press. It was 
pjnmwi up oo the green-bsise board, between notices 
of ponies for sale and fox terriers missing. 
[IM] 
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Hartyn rose lazfly, react it, and whistled. " It 's de- 
olaredr* he cried. "One, two, three— eight districts 
go under the (^rations of the Famine Code ek dum. 
They 'Te put Jimmy Hawkins in charge." 

" Oood busineBsl " said Scott, with the first sign of 
interest he had shown. " When in doubt hire a Pun- 
jabi. I worked under Jimmy when I first came out and 
he belonged to the Punjab. He has more bundobutt 
tiian most men. 

" Jimmy 'a a Jubilee Enlght now," said Martyn. 
" He 's a good chap, even though he is a thrice-born 
civilian and went to the Benighted Presidency. What 
unholy names these Uadras districts rejoice in— all 
ungas or rungat or piUays OTpottiuma!" 

A dog-cart drove up in the dusk, and a man entered, 
mopping his head. He was editor of the one daily 
paper at the capital of a Province of twenty-five million 
natives and a few hundred white men ; as his staff 
was limited to himself and one assistant, his office- 
hours ran variously from ten to twenty a day. 

"Hi, Baines; yon *re supposed to know everything," 
said Uartyn, stopping him. " How 's this Uadras 
•scarcity' going to turn outt" 

" No one knows as yet. There 's a message as long as 
your arm coming in on the telephone. I 've left my 
cub to fill it out. Madras has owned she can't manage 
it alone, and Jimmy seems to have a free hand in get- 
ting all the men he needs. Arbuthnot *s warned to hold 
himself in readiness." 

" ' Badger ' Arbuthnott " 

'*T1m Peshawur chap. Tee: and the Pi wires that 
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EUiji and day hare been moved from the Northwest 
already, and they 've taken half a dozen Bombay men, 
too. It 'a pukka famine, by the looks of it." 

" They 're nearer the scene of action than we are; 
but if it comes to indenting on the Punjab this eariy, 
there's more in this than meets the eye," said Martyn. 

** Here to-day and gone to-m<HTOw. 'Did n't come to 
stay for ever," said Scott, dropping one of Uarryat's 
novels, and rising to his feet. " Hartyn, your sister 's 
waiting for you," 

A roug^ grey horse was backing and shifting at the 
edge of the verandah, where the light of a kerosene- 
lamp fell on a brown-calico habit and a white face 
under a grey felt hat. 

"Bight, 01" said Martyn. "I'm ready. Better 
oome and dine with us, if you 've nothing to do, Scott. 
William, is there any dinner in the house! " 

"I '11 go home and see," was the rider's answer. 
" You can drive him over— at eight, remember." 

Scott moved leisurely to his room, and changed into 
Uie evening-dress of the season and the country: spot- 
less white linen from head to foot, with a broad silk 
cummerbund. Dinner at the Martyns'was a decided 
improvement on the goat-mutton, twiney-tough fowl, 
and tinned entries of the Club. But it was a great pity 
that ICartyn could not afford to send his sister to the 
hills for the hot weather. As an Acting District Su- 
perintendent of Police, Martyn drew the magnificent 
pay of six hundred depreciated silver rupees a month, 
and his little four-roomed bungalow said just as much. 
There were the usual bIue-and-white>Btriped jail-mads 
[1961 
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rugB on the uneven floor; the usual glass-studded 
AmritBar phvOearia draped on nails driven into the flak- 
ing whitewash of the walls ; the usual half-dozen chairs 
that did not match, picked up at sales of dead men's 
effects; and the usual streaks of hlack grease where the 
leather punka-thong ran through the wall. It was 
as though everything had been unpacked the night 
before to be repacked next morning. Not a door in the 
house was true on its hinges. The little windoirs. fif- 
teen feet up, were darkened with wasp-nests, and 
lizards hunted fliee between the beams of the wood- 
ceiled roof. But all this was part of Bcott's life. Thus 
did people live who had such an income; and in a land 
where each man's pay, age, and position are printed in 
a booh, that all may read, it is hardly worth while to 
play at pretence in word or deed. Scott counted eight 
years' service in the Irrigation Department, and drew 
eight hundred rupees a month, on the understanding 
that if he served the State faithfully for another twenty- 
two years he could retire on a pension of some four hun- 
dred rupees a month. His working-life, which had been 
spent chiefly under canvas or in temporary shelters 
where a man could sleep, eat, and write letters, was 
bound up with the opening and guarding of irrigation 
canals, the handling of two or three thousand workmen 
of all castes and creeds, and the payment of vast sums 
of coined silver. He bad finished that spring, not 
without credit, the last section of the great Uosubl 
Canal, and— much against his will, for he hated offlce- 
work— had been sent in to serve during the hot weather 
on the accounts and supply side of the Department, with 
[197] 
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sole charge of the sveltering Bub-offloe at the cc^tital 
of the Province, Hartyn knew this; WQliam, his sis- 
ter, knew it; and everybody knew it. Scott knew, too, 
as well as the rest of Qie world, that Miss Uartyn had 
come out to India four years ago to keep house for 
her brother, who, as every one knew, bad borrowed the 
money to pay for her passage, and that she ought, as 
all the world said, to have married at once. Instead 
of this, she had refused some half a dozen subalterns, a 
Civilian twenty years her senior, one Major, and a man 
in the Indian Uedical Department. This, too, was com- 
mon property. She had " stayed down three hot 
weathers," as the saying is, because her brother was in 
debt and could not afford the expense of her keep at 
even a cheap hill-station. Therefore her face was 
white as bone, and in the centre of her forehead was a 
big silvery scar about the size of a shilling— the mark 
of a Delhi sore, which is the same as a '* Bagdad date." 
This comes from drinking bad water, and slowly eats 
into the flesh till it is ripe enough to be burned out. 

None the less William bad enjoyed herself hugely in 
her four years. Twice she bad been nearly drowned 
while fording a river; once she bad been run aw^ 
with on a camel; bad witnessed a midnight attack 
of thieves on her brother's camp; had seen justice 
administered, with long sticks. In the open imder trees ; 
could speak Urdu and even tough Punjabi with a flu- 
ency that was envied by her seniors; had entirely 
fallen out of the habit of writing to her aunts in Eng- 
land, or cutting the pages of the TtJnglii't' magazines, 
had been through a very bad cholera year, seeing 
[198] 
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sights unfit to be told; and had wound up her experl- 
encee by six weeks of typhoid feTer, during which her 
head had bem shaved— and hoped to keep her twenty- 
third birthday that September. It is ooncflivable that 
the aunts would not have approved of a girl who never 
set foot on the ground if a horse were within hail; who 
rode to dances with a shawl thrown over her sbirt; 
who wore her hair cropped and curling all over her 
head; who answered indifferently to the name of Wil- 
liam or Bill; whose speech was heavy with the flowers 
of the vernacular; who could act in amateur theatri- 
cals, play on the banjo, rule eight servants and two 
horses, their accounts and their diseases, and look men 
slowly and deliberately between the eyes— even after 
they had proposed to her and been rejected. 

" I like men who do things," she had conflded to a 
man in the Educational Department, who was teaching 
the sons of cloth-merchants and dyers the beauty of 
Wordsworth's " Excursion " in annotated cram-books; 
and when he grew poetical, William explained that she 
'■ did n't understand poetry very much; it made her 
head ache," and another broken heart took refuge at 
the dub. But it was all William's fault. She delighted 
in hearing men talk of their own work, and that is the 
most fatal way of bringing a man to your feet. 

Scott had known her for some three years, meet- 
ing her, as a rule, under canvas, when his camp and 
her brother's joined Car a day oa the edge of the Indian 
Desert. He had danced with her several times at the 
big Christmas gatherings, when as many as five hun- 
dred white pet^e came in to the station; and had 
C199] 
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always a great respect for her houBekeepinc and har 
dinners. 

8be looked oiore like a boy than ever when, the meal 
ended, she eat, rolling cigarettes, ber low forehead 
puckered beneath the dark curls as she twiddled the 
papers and stuck out her rounded chin when the 
tobacco stayed in place, or, with a gesture as true aa 
a school-boy's throwing a stone, tossed the finished 
article across the room to Martyn, who caught it with 
Mie hand, and continued his talk with Scott. It was 
all "shop," — j^ftTiftlii and the policing of canals; the 
sins of villagers who stole more water than they had 
paid for, and the grosser sin of native constables who 
connived at the thefts; of the transplanting bodily of 
villages to newly irrigated ground, and of the coming 
fight with the desert in the south when the Provincial 
funds should warrant the opening of the long-sur- 
veyed Luni Protective Canal System. And Scott 
spoke openly of bis great dedre to be put on one par- ' 
ticular section of the work where he knew the land 
and the people; aod Martjm sighed for a billet in tlie 
Himalayan foot-hilla, and said his mind of his superi- 
ors, and WiUiam rolled cigarettes and said nothing, but 
smiled gravely on her brother because he was happy. 

At ten Scott's horse came to the door, end the evai> 
ing was ended. 

The lights of the two tow bungalows in which the 
daily paper was printed showed bright across the road. 
It was too early to try to find sleep, and Scott drifted 
■ over to the'editor. Raines, stripped to the waist like a 
■ailor at a gun, lay half asleep in a long chair, waiting 
12001 
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for ni^t tdegrams. He had a theory that if a man did 
not stay by bis i7ork all day and moet of the night he 
laid himself open to fever: so he ate and slept among 
his files. 

" Can you do iti " he said drowsily. " I did n't mean 
to bring you over." 

" About whatt I 've been dining at the Uartyns'." 

" The lladras famine, of course. Martyn 's warned, 
too. They 're taking men where they can find 'em. I 
sent a note to you at the Club just now, askiag it you 
could do us a letter once a week from the south- 
between two and three columns, say. Nothing sen- 
sational, of course, but just plain facts about who is 
doing what, and so forth. Our regular rates— ten 
rupees a column," 

"'Sorry, but it 's out of my line," Bcott answered, 
staring absently at the map of India on the wall. "It's 
TOUgA on Uartyn— very. ' Wonder what he '11 do with 
his sisterf ' Wonder what the deuce they '11 do with 
me? I 've no famine experience. This is the first I 've 
heard of it. Am I ordered? " 

" Oh, yes. Here 's the wire. They 'H put you on to 
relief-works," Baines said, " with a horde of Madrassis 
dying like flies; one native apothecary and half a pint 
of cholera-mixture among the ten thousand of you. It 
comes of your being idle for the moment. Every man 
who is n't doing two men's work seems to have been 
called upon. Hawkins evidently believes in Punjabis. 
It 'B going to be quite as bad as anything they have bad 
in the last ten years." 

" It 'i all in ttie day's work, worse luck. I suppow 
[201] 
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I shall get mj orderB officially some time to-morrow. 
I 'm awfully ^ad I happened to drop in. 'Better go 
and pack my kit nov. Who relievee me here— do yon 
know!" 

Baines turned over a Bheaf of tel^^rams. "UcEuan," 
said he, *'&rom Uurree." 

Scott chuckled. " He thought he waa going to be 
cool all summer. He '11 be very sick about this. Well, 
no good talking. 'Night." 

Two hours later, Scott, with a clear conscience, laid 
himself down to rest on a string cot in a bare room. 
Two worn bullock trunks, a leather water-bottle, a tin 
ice-box, and his pet saddle sewed up in sacking were 
piled at the door, and the Club secretary's receipt for 
last month's bill was under his pillow. His orders came 
next morning, and with them an tinoffidal telegram 
from Sir James Hawkins, who was not in the habit of 
forgetting good men when he had once met them, bid* 
ding him report himself with all speed at some unpro- 
nounceable place fifteen hundred miles to the south, for 
the famine was sore in the land, and white men were 



A pink and fattish youth arrived in the red-hot 
noonday, whimpering a little at fate and famines, which 
never allowed any one three months' peace. He was 
Scott's successor— ano&er cog in the machinery, moved 
forward behind his fellow whose services, as the official 
announcement ran, " were placed at the disposal of the 
Hadras Qovemment for famine du^ until further 
orders." Scott handed over the funds in his charge, 
■howed him the coolest comer in the office, warned him 
[202] 
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against ezceea of seal, aad, as twilight fell, departed 
from the Club In a hired carriage, with his faithful 
body-flerrant, Fais Ullah, and a mound of disordered 
baggage atop, to catch the southern mail at the loop- 
holed and bastioned railway-station. The heat from 
the Hiick brick walls struck him acroas the face as 
if it had been a hot towel; and he reflected that there 
were at least five nights and four days of this travel be- 
fore him. Faiz Ullah, used to the chances of service, 
plunged into the crowd on the stone platform, while 
Scott, a black cheroot between his teeth, waited till his 
compartment should be set away. A dozen native 
policemen, with their rifles and bundles, shouldered 
into the press of Punjabi farmers, Sikh craftsmen, 
and greasy-locked Afreedee pedlars, escorting with all 
pomp Martyn's uniform-caae, water-bottles, ice-box, 
and bedding-roll. They saw Faix TJUah's lifted hand, 
and steered for it. 

"Uy Sahib and your Sahib," said Faiz Ullah to Uar- 
tyn's man, "will travel together. Thou and I, O 
brother, will thus secure the servants' places close by; 
and because of our masters' authority ncme will dare to 
disturb us." 

When Faiz Ullah reported all things ready, Scott 
settled down at full length, coatless and bootless, m 
the broad leather-covered bunk. The heat under the 
iron-arched roof of the station might have been any- 
thing over a hundred degrees. At the last mommt 
Uartyn entered, dripping. 

" Don't swear," said Scott, larily; " it 's too late to 
change your carriage; and we *U divide the ice." 
[203] 
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" What are you doing herel " said the policemao. 

" I 'm lent to the Madras QoTemment, same as you. 
By Jove, it 'b a bender of a nightl Are you talcing 
any of your men down! " 

" A dozen, I suppose I shall have to superintend 
relief distributions. 'Did n't know you were under 
orders too." 

" I did n't till after Heft you last night. Baineshad 
the news first. Uy orders came this morning. McEuan 
relieved me at four, and I got oS at once. 'Should n't 
wonder if it would n'tbe agood thing— this famine— if 
we come throu^ it alive." 

" Jimmy ought to put you and me to irork together," 
said Kartyn; and then, after a pause: " Uy sister 's 
here." 

" Qood business," said Scott, heartily. "Going to get 
off at Umballa, I suppose, and go up to Simla. Who '11 
she stay with there! " 

" No-o; Utai, 's just the trouble of it. She 's going 
down with me." 

Scott sat bolt upright under the oU lamps as the train 
jolted past Tam-Taran. "What! You don't mean you 
could n't afford—" 

"Tain't that. I 'd have scraped up the money 
somehow." 

" You mi(^t have come to me, to b^^ with," said 
Scott, stiffly; " we are n't altogetiier strangers." 

" Tell, you need n't be stuffy about it. I might, but 

—you don't know my sister. I 've been explaining and 

exhorting and all the rest of it all day— lost my temper 

since seven this morning, and have n't got it back yet— 
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but she would n't hear of any compromim. A womaQ *i 
entitled to travel with her hushand if Bhe wants to; 
and WilliamBayB the 'a on the same footing. Tou see, 
we 've been together all our lives, more or leas, since 
my people iied. It is n't as if she were an ordinary 
sister." 

"An the siBteral 've ever heard of would have stayed 
where they were well off.'* 

" She *s as clever as a man, confound her," Martyn 
went on. " She broke up the bungalow over my head 
while I was talking at her. 'Settled the whole thing 
in three hours— servants, horses, and all. I did n't get 
my orders till nine." 

"Jimmy Hawkins won't be pleased, "said Scott. **A 
famine 's no place for a wcnnan." 

" Urs. Jim— I mean Lady Jim 's in camp with him. 
At any rate, she says she will look after my sister. 
William wired down to her on her own responsibility, 
asking if she could come, and knocked the ground from 
under me by showing me her answer." 

Scott laughed aloud. " If she can do that she can 
take care of herself, and Mrs. Jim won't let her run 
into any mischief. There are n't many women, sisters 
or wives, who would walk into a famine with their eyes 
<9^i. It is n't as if she did n't know what &eee 
things mean. She was through the Jaloo cholera last 
year," 

The train stopped at Amiitsar, and Scott went back 
to the ladies' compartment, immediately behind their 
carriage. William, with a cloth riding-cap on her curls, 
nodded aiEaUy. 
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" Come in and bave some tea," she said. ** 'Bert 
thing in the world Cor heat-apoplexy." 

" Do I look as if I were going to have heat-apo> 
pifixyt" 

•"Never can tell," said William, wisely. "It 'b 
always best to be ready." 

She had arranged her compartment with the know- 
ledge of an old campaigner. A felt-oovered water-bottle 
hung in the draught of one of the shuttered windows; 
a tea-set of Russian china, packed in a wadded heih 
ket, stood on the seat ; and a travelling ^irit-lamp waa 
clamped against the woodwork above it. 

William served them generously, in large cups, hot 
tea, which saves the veins of the neck from swelling 
inopportunely on a hot night. It was characteristio d 
the girl that, her plan of action once settled, she asked 
for no comments on it. Life among men who had a 
great deal of work to do, and very little time to do it 
in, had taught her the wisdom of effacing, as well as 
of fending for, herself. She did not by word or deed 
suggest that she would be useful, comforting, or beau- 
tiful in their travels, but continued about her business 
serenely: put the cups back without <datter when tea 
was ended, and made cigarettes for her guests. 

" This time last night," said Scott, "we did n't expect 
— er— this kind of thing, did wet " 

"1 've learned to expect anything," said William. 
" You know, in our service, we live at the end of the 
telegraph ; but, of course, this ought to be a good thing 
tor us all, departmentally— if we live." 

" It knocks us out of the running in our own ProT* 
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ince," Bcott T«pUed, with equal gravity. " I hoped to 
be put on the Loni Protective Works this cold weather, 
but there 'a no saying how limg the famine may keep 
u»." 

"Hardly beyond October, I should think," said 
Hartyn. " It will be ended, one way or the other, 
then." 

" And we *ve neariy a week of this," said William. 
*' Sha'u't we be dusty when it 's overt " 

For a ni^t and a day they knew their surroundings, 
and for a night and a day, skirting the edge of the great 
Indian Deeert on a narrow-gauge railway, they remem- 
bered how in the days of their apprenticeship they bad 
come by that road from Bombay. Then the languages 
in which the names of the stations were written 
changed, and they launched south into a foreign land, 
where the very smells were new. Uany long and 
heavily laden grain-trains were in front of them, and 
they could feel the hand of Jimmy Hawkins from far 
oft. They waited in extemporised sidings while proces- 
sions of empty trucks returned to the north, and 
were coupled on to slow, crawling trains, and dropped 
at midnight. Heaven knew where; but it was furiously 
hot, and they walked to and fro among sacks, and dogs 
howled. Then they came to an India more strange to 
them than to the untravelled Englishman— the flat, red 
India of palm-tree, palmyra-palm, and rice— the India 
of the picture-books, of " Little Harry and His Bearer " 
—all dead and dry in the baking heat. They had left 
the incessant passenger-traffic of the north and west 
tar and far behind them. Here the people crawled 
£2(W] 
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to the ade of the train, holding their little ones in their 
arme; and a loaded truck would be left behind, the 
men and women clustering round it like ante b; spilled 
honey. Once in the twilight they saw on a dusty plain 
a regiment of little brown men, each bearing a body 
over hlB shoulder ; and when the train stopped to leave 
yet another truck, they perceived that the burdens 
were not corpses, but only foodless folk picked up be- 
side dead oxen by a corps of Irregular troops. Now 
they met more white men, here one and there two, 
whose tents stood close to the line, and who came 
armed with written authorities and angry words to cut 
off a truck. They were too busy to do more than nod 
at Scott and Ifartyn, and stare curiously at William, 
who could do nothing except make tea, and watch how 
her men staved off the rush of wailing, walking skele- 
tons, putting them down three at a time in heape, with 
their own hands uncoupling the marked trucks, or tak- 
ing receipts from the hollow-eyed, weary white men, 
who spoke another ai^ot than theirs. They ran out cd 
ice, out of soda-water, and out of tea; for they were 
six days and seven nights on the road, and it seemed 
to them like seven times seven years. 

At last, in a dry, hot dawn, in a land of death, lit by 
long red fires of railway-sleepers, where they were 
burning the dead, they came to their destinatios, and 
were met by Jim Hawkins, the Head of the Famine, 
unshaven, unwashed, but cheery, and entirely in oom' 
mand of atEairs. 

Martyn, he decreed then and there, was to live on 

trains tiD further orders; was to go back with emp^ 
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trucks, fllling them with Btarviog people as he found 
them, and dropping them at a famine-camp on the edge 
of the Ei^t I>istrict& He would pick up supplies and 
return, and his oonstabUe would guard the loaded grain- 
cais, also picking up people, and would'drop them at a 
camp a hundred milGs south. Scott— Hawkins was ver7 
glad to see Scott again— would that same hour take 
charge of a convoy of bullock-carts, and would go 
south, feeding as he went, to yet another famine-camp, 
where ha would leave his starving— there would be no 
iack of starving on the route— and wait for orders by 
telegraph. Generally, Scott was in all small things to 
act as he thought best. 

William bit her under lip. There was no one in the 
wide world like her one brother, but Martyn's orders 
gave him no discretion. Bhe came out on the platform, 
masked with dust from head to foot, a horse-shoe 
wrinkle on her forehead, put here by much thinking 
during the past week, but as self-possessed as ever. 
Mrs, Jim— who should have been Lady Jim but that no 
one remembered the title— took poaeeasion of her with 
a little gasp. 

" Oh, I 'm so glad you 're here," she almost sobbe^ 
" Tou ought n't to, of course, but there— there is n't 
BiDother woman in the place, and we must help each 
other, you know ; and we 've all the wretched people and 
the little babies they are selling." 

" I 've seen some," said William. 

" Is n't it ghastly! I 've bought twenty; they 're in 

our camp; but won't you have something to eat flrstl 

We *ve more than ten people can do here; and I 'v« 
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got a horse for you. Oh, I 'm bo ^ad you Ve oome^ 
dear. You 're a Punjabi, too, you know." 

"Steady, Liszie," said Hairkina, over his shoulder. 
*' Ve '11 look after you, Sfise Uartyn. 'Bony I can't 
aflk you to breakfast, Hartyn. You 'U have to eat as 
you go. Leave two of your men to help Scott. These 
poor dflvils can't stand up to load carte. Saundere " 
(this to the engine-driver, who was half asleep m tbe 
cab), " back down and get those emptiesaway. You 've 
' line clear' to Anundrapillay; they '11 give you orders 
north of that. Scott, load up your carts from that 
B. P. P. truck, and be off as soon as you can. The 
Eurasian in the pink shirt is your interpreter and guide. 
You '11 find an apothecary of sorts tied to the yoke of 
the second wagon. He 'b been trying to bolt; you '11 
have to look after him. IJzzie, drive Hiss Uartyn to 
camp, and tell them to send the red horse down here 
for me." 

Scott, with Faiz 011ah and two policemen, was already 
busied with the carts, backing them up to the truck 
and unbolting the ddeboarda quietly, while the others 
pitched in the bags of toillet and wheat. Hawkins 
watched him for as long €is it took to fill one cart. 

"That 's a good man," he said. "If all goes welll 
shall work him hard." This was Jim Hawkins's notion 
of the highest compliment one human being could pay 
another. 

An hour later Scott was under way; the apothecary 

threatening him with the penalties of the law for that 

be, a member of the Subordinate Medical Department, 

had been coerced and bound against his will and all 

[210] 



idbvGoogle 



WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR 

laws gOTeming the liberty of the subject; the pink- 
■hirted Buraaian begging leave to see bis mother, who 
hf^pened to be dying some three miles away: " Only 
▼erree, verree short leave of absence, and wHl presently 
return, sar— "; the two constables, armed with staves, 
bringiiigiip therear; and Faiz TJllah, a Ubhammedan's 
contempt for all Hindoos and foreigners in every line 
of his face, explaining to the drivers that though Scott 
Sahib was a man to be feared on all fours, he, Fais 
UlU^, was Authority Itself. 

The processioa creaked past Hawkfais's camp— three 
stained tents under a dump of dead trees, behind them 
the bunine-shed, where a crowd of hopeless ones tossed 
their arms around the oooking-kettles. 

" 'Wish to Heaven William had kept out of it," said 
Scott to himself, after a glance. " We '11 have cholera, ' 
sure as a gun, when the Baiss Ineak." 

But William seemed to have taken kindly to the 
operations of the Famine Code, wbidi, when famine i» 
declared, supersede the workings of the ordinary law. 
Scott saw her, the centre of a taob of weeping women, 
in a calico riding-habit, and a blue-grey felt hat with 
a gold puggaree. 

" I want fifty rupees, please. I forgot to ask Jock 
before he went away. Can yon lend it met It 's for 
condensed-milk for the babiee," said she. 

Scott took the money from his belt, and handed it 
over without a word. " For goodness sake, take care 
of yourself," he said. 

* Oh, I shall be all right. We oug^t to get the milk in 
twodays. By the way, the orders are, I was to tell you, 
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ttiAt joa 're to take one of Sir Jim's borses. There 'a 
a gr^ CabuU bere tbat I tbooght would be just your 
if^lfl, so I've Baid you'd take him. Was that rightt " 

"That 'B awfully good of you. We can't either of 
us talk much about Btyle, I am afraid." 

Scott was in a weather-stained drill sbooting-kit, very 
white at the seams and a little frayed at the wrists. 
Tilliam n^arded him thoughtfully, from bis pith hel* 
met to his greoBed ankle-boots. " Tou look very nice, 
I tiiink. Are you sure you 've everytbing you '11 need 
—quinine, chlorodyne, and so onT" 

" 'Tbink so," said Bcott, patting three or four of bis 
■hooting-pockets as he mounted and rode alcoLgside his 
convoy. 

" Qood-bye," he died. 

"Qood-bye, and good Inc^," said 'WHliam. "I 'm 
awfully obliged for the mcmey." She turned on a 
spurred heel and disappeared into tbe tent, while the 
carts pushed on past tbe famine-ebeds, past the roaring 
Unes of tbe tbic^, fat fires, down to the baked Gehenna 
oCtbeSoatb. 
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VAST n 

6* ht na melt and make no notM, 
No tear-flooda nor slgh-tempeaU more; 

T wen profkuation of onr Joys 
To tell the Lkitj oar love. 

A VALEDIonOH. 

It was piiTiinTiing work, even though he travelled hj 
night and camped by day; but within the limits of his 
vision there was no man whom Scott could call master. 
He was as £ree as Jimmy Hawkins— freer, in fact, for 
the Qovemment held the Head of the Famine tied 
neatly to a telegraph-wire, and if Jimmy had ever 
regarded telegrams seriously, the death-rate of that 
famine would have been much higher than it was. 

At the end of a few days' crawling Bcott learned 
Bomflthing of the size of the India which he served, and 
it astonished him. His carte, as you know, were 
loaded with wheat, mQlet, and barley, good food-grains 
needing only a little grinding. But the people to whom 
he brought the life-giving stuffs were rice-eaters. They 
could hull rice in their mortars, but they knew 
nothing of the heavy stone querns of the North, and 
kes of the material that the white man convoyed so la- 
boriously, They clamoured for rice— unhuaked paddy 
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8uch as they were Bccustomed to— Euid, when thcij 
found that there was none, broke away weeping from 
the sides of the cart. What was the use of these straoge 
haid grains that choked their throatsi They would 
die. And then and there veiy many of them kept theif 
word. Other8tooktheirallowance,andbarteredenougfa 
millet to feed a man through a week.for a few handfuls 
of rotten rice saved by some leas unfortunate. A few 
put their shares into the rioe-mcotarB, pounded it, and 
made a paste with foul water; but they were rery few. 
Bcott understood dimly that many people in the India 
of the South ate rice, as a rule, but he had spent his 
service in a grain Province, had seldom seen rice in the 
blade or ear, and least of all would have believed 
that in time of deadly need men could die at arm's 
length of plenty, sooner than toudi food they did not 
know. In vain the interpreters interpreted; In vain 
his two policemen showed in vigorous pantomime what 
should be done. The starving crept away to their bark 
and weeds, grubs, leaves, and day, and left the open 
sacks untouched. But sometimes the women laid their 
phantoms of children at Scott's feet, looking back as 
they staggered away. 

Faiz Ullah opined it was the will of Gkkl that theae 
foreigners should die, and it remained only to give 
orders to bum the dead. None the less there was no 
reason why the Sahib shotild lack his comforts, and 
Fais miah, a campaigner of experience, had picked up 
ti few lean goats and had added them to the procession. 
That they mi^t give milk for the morning meal, he 
was feeding them on the good grain that these imbecHei 
[214] 
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rejected. "Yea," said Vaiz Dllah; "if the Sahib 
thought fit, a little milk might be given to some of the 
babies"; but, as the Sahib well knew, babies were 
cheap, and, for his own part, Faiz UUah held that there 
was no OoTemment order as to babies. Scott qtoke 
forcefully to Faiz TJllah and the two policemen, and 
bade them capture goats where they could find them. 
This they most joyfully did, for it was a recreation, 
and many ownerless goats were dri-ren in. Once fed, 
the poor brutes were willing enough to follow the 
carts, and a few days' good food— food such as human 
beings died for lack of —set them in milk again. 

" But I am no goatherd," said Faiz TTUah. " It is 
against my izzat [my honour]." 

" Then we cross the Bias River again we will talk of 
izzat," Scott replied. "Till that day thou and the 
policemen shall be sweepers to the camp, if I give the 
order," 

*' Thus, then, it Is done," grunted Fals UUah, " If 
the Sahib will have it so"; and he showed how a 
goat should be milked, while Bcott stood over him. 

" Now we will feed them," said Scott; " twice a day 
we will feed them "; and he bowed his back to the 
milking, and took a horrible cramp. 

When you have to keep connection unbroken between 
a restless mother of kids and a baby who is at the point 
of death, you suffer in all your system. But the 
babies were fed. Each morning and evening Bcott 
would solemnly lift them out one by one from their 
nest of gunny-bags under the cart-tilts. There were 
•Iways many who could do no more than breathe, and 
[216] 
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tite toSOt iras dropped into their toothleaa laouths dn^ 
by drop, with due pauses when they choked. Each 
morning, too, the goats were fed; and since they would 
strag^ without a leader, and since the natives were 
h ir eli n gs, Scott was forced to give up riding, and pace 
alowly at the head of his flocks, oconnmodating his step 
to their weaknesaes. All this was sufficiently absurd, 
and he felt the absurdity keenly; but at least he was 
saving life, and when the women saw that their chil- 
dren did not die, they made shift to eat a little of the 
strange foods, and crawled after the carta, blessing the 
master of the goats. 

" Oive the women something to live for," said Scott 
to himself, as he sneezed in the dust of a hundred little 
feet, " and they 11 hang m somehow. This beats Wil> 
liam's condensed-milk trick all to pieces. I shall nev^ 
live it down, though." 

Be reached his destination very slowly, found that 
a rice-ship had come in from Burmah, and that stores 
of paddy were available; found ^so an overworked 
Kngliahman in charge of the shed, and, loading the 
carte, set back to cover the ground he had already 
passed. He left some of the children and half hie goats 
at the famine-shed. For this he was not thanked by 
the Englishman, who had already more stn^ babies 
than he knew what to do with. Scott's back was sup- 
pled to stooping now, and he went on with his wayside 
ministrations in addition to distributing the paddy. 
Uore babies and more goats were added unto him; but 
now some of the babies wore rags, and beads round 
their wrist* OT necks. " TTiat," niA tV'! interpreter. 
[216] 



:dbvGoogIe 



WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR 

aa though Scott did not know, ''gignlfles that their 
mothers hope in eventual contingency to resume them 
ofleeciaUy." 

" The sooner, the better," said Scott; but at the same 
time he marked, with the pride of ownership, how this 
or that little Bamasawmy was putting on flesh like a 
bantam. As the paddy-carts were emptied he headed 
for Hawkins's camp by the railway, timing his arrival 
to &t in with the dinner-hour, for it was long since he 
bad eaten at a cloth. He had no desire to make any 
dramatic entry, but an accident of the sunset ordered 
it that when he had taken off his helmet to get the even- 
ing breeze.the low light should fall across his forehead, 
and be could not see what was before him; while one 
waiting at the tent door beheld with new eyes a yoimg 
man, beautiful as Paris, a god in a halo of golden dust, 
walking slowly at the bead of hia flocks, while at his 
knee ran small naked Cupids. But she laughed— Wil- 
liam, in a slate-coloured blouse, laughed consomedly till 
Scott, putting the best face he could upon the matter, 
baited his armies and bade her admire the kindergarten. 
It was an unseemly sight, but the proprieties bad been 
left ages ago, with the tea-party at Amritsar Station, 
fifteen hundred miles to the north. 

"They are coming on nicely, "said William. "We've 
only flve-and-twenty here now. The women are bo- 
ginning to take them away again." 

"Are you in charge of the babies, thent" 

" Yes— Hrs. Jun and L We did n't think of goats, 
though. We 've been trying condensed-milk and 
water." 

[217] 



:dbvGoogIe 



WILLIAM THE CONQUEROB 

■' Any losseeT " 

" Uore than I care to think of," a^d Villiam, with 
aehudder. "And yout"' 

Scott said nothing. There had been many little 
burials along his route— one cannot bum a dead baby 
—many motiiers who had wept when they did not find 
again the children they had trusted to the care of the 
QoTemment. 

Then Hawkins came out carrying a razor, at which 
Soott looked hungrily, for he had a beard that he did not 
love. And when they sat down to dinner in the tent 
he told hie tale in few words, aa it might have been an 
official report. Hrs. Jim snuffled from time to time, 
and Jim bowed his head judicially; but William's 
grey eyes were on the clean-shaven face, and it was to 
her that 8cott seemed to appeal. 

" Good for the Pauper Provincel " said William, her 
chin on her hand, as she leaned forward among the wine- 
glassee. Her cheeks had fallen in, and the scar on her 
forehead was more prominent than ever, but the well* 
turned neck rose roundly as a column from the ruffle 
of the blouse which was the accepted evening-dress in 
camp. 

" It wasawfully absurd at times," said Scott. " Tou 
see, I did n't know much about milking or babies. 
They '11 chaff my head off, if the tide goes up North." 

"Iiet 'em," said William, haughtUy. "We 've all 
done coolie-work since we came. I know Jack has." 
This was to Hawkins's address, and the big maa 
smiled blandly. 

" Tour brother 's a highly efficient officer, WilUsm," 
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Bald he, " and.I 've done him the honour of treating 
him as he deeerres. Bemember, I write the confiden- 
tial reports." 

" Then you must Ba7 that William 'e worth her weight 
ia gold," said Hrs. Jim. "I don't know what we 
should have done without her. She has been every* 
thing to us." She dropped her hand upon William's, 
which was rough with much hamlling of reins, and 
William patted it softly. Jim beamed on the company. 
Things were going well with his world. Three of his 
more grossly loctHnpetott men had died, and their 
places had been filled by their betters. Every day 
brought the Bains nearer. They had put out the 
famine in five of the Eight Districts, and, after all, the 
death-rate had not been too heavy— things ctmsidered. 
He looked Scott over carefully, as an ogre looks over a 
man, and rejoiced in his thews and iron-hard condition. 

" He 's just the least bit in the world tucked up," 
said Jim to himself, " but he can do two men's work 
yet." Then he was aware that Mrs. Jim was tele- 
graphing to him, and according to the domestic code 
the message ran: " A clear case. Look at themi " 

He looked and listened. All that William was saying 
was: " What can you expect of a country where they 
call a bhistee [a water-carrier] a tunni-cutckt " and all 
that Scott answered was: " I shall be glad to get back 
to the Club. Save me a dance at the Christmas Ball, 
won't you! '* 

" It 's a far cry from here to the Lawrence Hall," 
said Jim. " Better turn in early, Scott. It *s paddy- 
oarts to-morrow; you 'U begin loading at five," 
£2193 
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" Are n't you going to give Vx. Scott a single day's 
rert?" 

" 'Wish I could, lazzie, but I 'm afraid I can't. As 
long as he can stand up we must use him." 

" Well, I 've had one Europe evening, at least. By 
Jove, I 'd nearly forgotten! What do I do about those 
babies of mine? " 

"Leave them here," said WiUiam— " we are In 
charge of that— and as many goats as you can spare. 
I must learn how to milk now." 

** If you care to get up early enough to-morrow I '11 
show you. Ihavetomilk, you see. Half of 'em have 
beads and things round their necks. You must be care- 
ful not to take 'em off, in case the mothers turn up." 

'* You forget I 've had some experience here." 

"I hope to goodness you won't overdo." Scott's 
/oice was unguarded. 

" I '11 take care of her," said Mrs. Jim, telegraphing 
hundred-word messages as she carried William off, 
while Jim gave Scott his orders for the coming cam- 
paign. It was very late— nearly nine o'clock. 

"Jim, you'reabrute,"saidIuswife, that night; and 
the Head of the Famine chuckled. 

" Not a tdt of it, dear. I remember doing the first Jan> 
diala Settlement for the sake of a girl in a crinoline, and 
she was slender, Lizde. I 've never done as good a 
piece of work since. He '11 work like a demon." 

" But you might have given him one day." 

" And let things come to ahead nowt No, dear; it 's 
..heir happiest time." 

" I don't believe either of the darlings know what 'a 
£2201 
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the matter with tbetn. Ib n't it beautifult Is n't it 
lovely? " 

" Qetting up at three to learn to milk, bless her 
heartl Oh, ye Oods, why miut we grow old and tail" 

" She 'b a darling. She has done more work under 

" Under ymtl The day after she came she was in 
chai^ and you were her subordinate. You We stayed 
there ever since; she manages you almost as well as 
you manage me.'' 

" She does n't, and that 's why I love her. She 'a aa 
direct as a man— aa her brother." 

" Her brother 's weaker than she is. He *s always 
coming to me for orders; but be 's h<me8t, and a glut- 
ton tor work. I confess I 'm rather fond of William, 
and if I had a daughter—" 

The talk ended. Far away in the Derajat was a 
ciiild's grave more than twenty years old, and neither 
Jim nor his wife spoke of it any more. 

" All the same, you 're req>onsible," Jim added, after 



'* Bless 'emi " said Urs. Jim, sleepily. 

Before the stars paled, Bcott, who slept in an empty 
cart, waked and went about his woric in silence; it 
seemed at that hour imkind to rouse Fais UUah and tlie 
interpreter. His bead being close to tiie ground, he 
did not hear TTilliam till she stood over him in the 
dingy old riding-habit, her eyes still heavy with sleep, 
acupof tea and a piece of toast in her hands. Tberewas 
a baby on the ground, squirming on a piece of blanket, 
■nd a siz-year>old child peered over Scott's abouldeoc. 
[221] 
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" Hal, you little rip," said Scott, " liow the deuce do 
you expect to get your rations if you are n't quiett " 

A cool white band steadied the brat, who forthwith 
choked as the milk gurgled into his mouth. 

" 'Uomin'," said the milker, " Tou 'to no notion 
bow tbese little fellows can wriggle." 

"Oh, yes, I have," She whispered, because the 
world was asleep, " Only I feed them with a spoon or 
a rag. Yours are fatter than mine. . . . And you 've 
been doing this day after day t" The Toice was almost 
lost. 

" Tee; it was absurd. Now yoa try," he said, giv- 
ing plaoe to the girL " Look outt A goat 'a not a 
oow." 

The goat protested against the amateur, and there 
was a scufiSe, in which Scott snatched up the bal:^. 
Then it was all to do over again, and William laughed 
softly and merrily. She managed, however, to feed 
two babies, and a third. 

" Don't the little beggars take it wellt" said Scott. 
" I trained 'em." 

They were very busy and interested, when lol it was 
broad daylight, and before they knew, the camp was 
awake, and they kneeled among the goats, surprised by 
the day, both flushed to the temples. Yet all the round 
world rolling up out of the darknws might have heard 
and seen all that had passed between them. 

*' Ob," said William, unsteadily, snatching up the tea 

and toast, " I had this made for you. It 'a Btone-^x>ld 

now. I thought you might n't have anything ready so 

early. 'Better not drink it. It 's— it 's stone-cold." 
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"That 's awfully Und of 70U. It 'b just right. It*i 
dwfully good of 70U, really. I *I1 leave my kids and 
goats with you and Hre. Jim, and, of course, any one 
in camp can show you about the sulking." 

" Of course," said William; and she grew pinker and 
pinker and statelier and more stately, as she strode 
back to her tent, fftnning herself with the saucer. 

There were shrill lamentations through the camp 
when the elder children saw their nurse move off with- 
out them, I'aix UUah unbent so far as to jest with the 
policemen, and Scott turned purple with shame because 
Hawkins, already in the saddle, roared, 

A child escaped fnnn the care of Mrs. Jim, and, run- 
ning like a rabbit, clung to Scott's boot, William par- 
suing with long, easy strides. 

" I will not go— I will not gol " shrieked the chOd, 
twining his feet round Scott's ankle. " They will kill 
me here. I do not know these people." 

"Isay/'BaidBoott,in broken Tamil, " I say, she will 
do you no faanu. Go with her and be well fed." 

"Cornel" said William, panting, with a wrathful 
glance at Scott, who stood helpless and, as it were. 



"Qo back," said Scott quickly to William. "I 'U 
send the little chap over in a minute." 

The tone of authority had its effect, but in a way 
Scott did not exactly intend. The boy loosened his 
grasp, and said with gravity: " I did not know the 
woman was thine, I will go." Then he cried to his 
companions, a mob of three-, four-, and flve-year-olds 
waiting on the success of his venture ere they stam^ 
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peded: " Oo back and est. It is our ma 

8h« will obey his orders." 

Jim collapsed where he sat; Fais tniah and the two 
policemen grinned; and Scott's orders to the cartmm 
fiew like hail. 

"That is the custom of the Bahibe when truth is 
told in their presence," said Faiz Ullah. " The time 
comes that I must seek new service. Young wives, 
especially such as speak oiur language and have know- 
ledge of the ways of the Police, make great trouble for 
honest butlers in the matter of weekly accounts." 

What William thought of it all she did not say, but 
when her brother, ten days later, came to camp for 
orders, and heard of Scott's performances, he said, 
laughing: " Well, that settles it. He '11 be Batri Scott 
to the end of his days." (Bofo-t, in the Northern 
vernacular, means a goat.) " What a lark 1 I 'd have 
given a month's pay to have seen him nursing famine 
babies. I fed some with cotyee [rice-water], but that 
was all right." 

"It 's perfectly disgusting," said his sister, with 
blazing eyes. " A man does something like— like that 
—and all you other men think of is to give him an 
absurd nickname, and tiien you laugh and think it *s 
funny." 

" Ah," said Krs. Jim, ^mpathetically. 

" Well, you can't talk, William. Tou christened little 
Uiss Demby the Button-quaU, last cold weather; you 
know you did. India 's the land of nicknames." 

"That's different," William replied. "She was only 

B girl, and she had a't done anything except walk like 
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a quail, and she doea. But it ia n't fair to make fun of 
a man." 

" Scott won't care," said Hartyn. ** Tou can't get 
a riae out of old Scotty. I 've been trying for eij^t 
years, and you 've raily known him for three. How 
does he look! " 

" He Looks very well," said William, and went away 
with a flushed cheek. " Bakri Scott, indeedl " Then 
she laughed to herself, for she knew her country. "But 
it will be fioArt all the same " ; and she repeated it under 
her breath several times Edowly, whispering it into 
favour. 

When he returned to his duties on the railway, Har- 
tyn spread the name far and wide among his asBOciates, 
so that Scott met it as he led his paddy-carte to war. 
The natives believed it to be some English titleof honour, 
and the cart-drivers used it in all simplicity till Faiz 
Ullah, who did not approve of foreign japes, broke their 
heads. There was very little time for milking now, 
except at the big camps, where Jim had extended Scott's 
idea and was feeding la^e flocks on the useless northern 
grains. Sufficient paddy had come now into the Eight 
Districts to hold the people safe, if it were only dis- 
tributed quickly, and for that purpose no one was better 
Uian the big Canal officer, who never lost his temper, 
never gave an unnecessary order, and never questioned 
em order given. Scott pressed on, saving his cattle, 
washing their galled necks daOy, so that no time should 
beloHt on theroad; reported himself with his rice at the 
minor famine-aheds, unloaded, and went back light by 
forced ai^t-march to the next distributing centre, to 
[225] 



:dbvGoogIe 



WILLIAM THE CONQUEKOB 

find Hawkiua'a unvarying telegram: "Do it again." 
And he did it again and again, and yet again, while Jim 
Hawkins, fifty miles away, marked off on a big map the 
tracks of his wheels gridironing the stricken lands. 
Others did well— Hawkins reported at the end they all 
did well— but Scott was the most exceUent, for he kept 
good coined rupees by him, settled for his own cart- 
repairs on the spot, and ran to meet all sorts of uncon- 
sidered extras, trusting to be recouped later on. Theo- 
retically, the Qovemment should have paid for every 
shoe and linchpin, for every hand employed In the load- 
ing ; but Government vouchers cash themselves slowly, 
and intelligent and efficient clerks write at great length, 
contesting imautborised expenditures of eight annas. 
The man who wants to make his work a success must 
draw on bis own bank-account of money or other 
things as he goes. 

" 1 told you be *d work," said Jimmy to his wife, at 
the end of six weeks. " He 's bem in sole charge of a 
couple of thousand men up north, on the Uosubl Canal, 
for a year; but he gives less trouble than young Hartyn 
with his ten constables; and I 'm morally certain— only 
Government does n't recognise moral obligations— he 'a 
spent about half his pay to grease his wheels. Look at 
this, Lizzie, for one week's worki Forty mUes in two 
days with twelve carts; two days' halt building a 
famine-shed for young Sogers. (Sogers ought to have 
built it himself, the idiot 1) Then forty miles back 
Eigain, loading six carts on the way, and distributing all 
Sunday. Then in the evening he pitches in a twenty- 
page Demi-official to me, saying the people where he li 
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might be ' advontageoualr employed on relief-work,' 
aad suggesting tiiat he put *em to work on some broken- 
down old reservoir he 'a discorered, so as to have a 
good water-supply when the Bains break. 'Thinks he 
can cauk the dam in a fortnight. Look at his mar- 
ginal sketches— are n't they clear and goodi I knew 
he was puihOf but I did n't know he was as pukka as 
this." 

" I must show these to William," said Hrs. Jim. 
" The chOd *a wearing herself out among the babies." 

" Not more than you are, dear. Well, another two 
months ought to see us out of the wood. I *m sorry 
it 's not in my power to recommend you for a V. C" 

William sat late in her tent that night, reading through 
page after page of the square handwriting, patting the 
sketches of pn^tosed repairs to the reservoir, and wrin- 
kling her eyebrows over the colunms of figures of esti- 
mated water-supply. 

" And he finds time to do all this," she cried to her- 
self, '* and— well, I also was present. I 've saved one 
or two babies." 

She dreamed for the twentieth time of the god in the 
golden dust, and woke refreshed to feed loathsome black 
children, scores of them, wastrels picked up by the 
wi^ide, their bones almost breaking their skin, terri- 
ble and covered with sores. 

Scott was not allowed to leave his cart-work, but his 
letter was duly forwarded to the Oovemment, and he 
had the consolation, not rare in India, of knowing that 
another man was reaping where he had sown. ThaA 
also was discipline profitable to the soul. 
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" He *■ much too good to iniBte on canalB," said 
Jimmy. ** Any one con oTeraee coolies. You need n't 
be angry, William; he can— but I need my pearl among 
bullock-driverg, and I 've transferred him to the Ehands 
district, whwe be '11 have it all to do over again. He 
should be marchiog now." 

" He '8 not a coolie," said William, furiously. " J3a 
ought to be doing his regulation work," 

" He 'b the best man in his service, and that 's say- 
ing a good deal; but if you must use razors to cut 
grindatones, why, I prefer the best cutlery." 

" Is n't it almost time we saw him again! " said iSn. 
Jim. " I *m sure the poor boy has n't had a respeotaUe 
meal for a month. He probably aita on a cart and eats 
sardinee with his fingers." 

" All in good time, dear. Du^ before decency- 
was n't it Mr. Chucks said tiiatt " 

" No; it was Midshipman Basy," William laughed. 
" I sonLetimes wonder how it will feel to dance or lis- 
ten to a bond again, or sit under a roof, I can't believe 
I ever wore a ball-frock in my life." 

'* One minute," said Mrs. Jim, who was thinking. 
" If be goes to ghanda, he passes within five miles ol 
UB. Of course he *U ride in." 

*' Oh, no, he won't," s^d WUltam. 

*' How do you know, deart " 

"It will take him off hia work. Hewon'thavetlme." 

*' He '11 make it," said Mrs. Jim, with a twinkle. 

" It depends on his own judgment. There 's abB» 
lutelyno reason why he should n't, if he thinks fit,*' 
■aid Jim. 
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" He won't eee fit," William replied, without sorrow 
or emotion. " It would n't be him if he did." 

" One certainly gets to know people rather well in 
times like these," said Jim, drUy; but William's face 
was serene as ever, and even as she prophesied, Scott 
did not appear. 

The Bains fell at last, late, but heavily; and the dry, 
gashed earth was red mud, and servants killed snakes 
in the camp, where every one waa weather-bound for 
a fortnight— all except Hawkins, who took horse and. 
plashed about In the wet, rejoicing. Now the Qovem- 
ment decreed that seed-grain should be distributed to 
the people, as wdl as advances of money for the pur- 
chase of new oxen; and the white men were doubly 
worked for this new duty, while William skipped from 
brick to brick laid down on the trampled mud, and 
dosed her charges with wanning medicines that made 
them rub their little round stmnachs; and the milch 
goats throve on the rank grass. There was never a 
word from Scott in the Ebanda district, away to the 
southeast, except the r^^ular telegraphic report to Haw- 
kins. The rude country roads had disappeared; his 
driven were half mutinous; one of Hartyn'e loaned 
policenwn had died of cholera; and Scott was taking 
thirty grains of quinine a day to fight the fever that 
comes with the rain: but t^oee were things Scott did 
not consider necessary to report. He was, as usual, 
working from a base of supplies on a railway line, to 
cover a circle of fifteen miles radius, and since full 
loads were impossible, he took quarter-loads, and toiled 
four times as hard by consequence ; for he did not rhoora 
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to risk an epidemic which mlgjit have grown uncontnA 
lable b7 assemUing villBgers in thousands at the ^eIie^ 
aheds. It was cheaper to take GoTemment bullocks, 
work them to death, and leave them to the crows in the 
wayside sloughs. 

That was the time when eight years of clean living 
and hard condition told, though a man's head were 
ringing like a bell from the cisdiona, and the earth 
swayed under his feet when he stood and under his bed 
when he slept. If Hawkiiu had seen fit to make him a 
bullock-driTer, that, he thought, waaentirely Hawkins's 
own afEair. There were men in the North who would 
know what he had done; men of thirty years' serrice 
in his own deparbnent who would say that it was " not 
half bad"; and above, immeasurably above, all men of 
all grades, there was William in the thick of the fight, 
who would approve because she understood. He had 
so trained his mind that it would hold fast to the 
mechanical routine of tiie day, though bis own voice 
sounded strange in his own ears, and bis bands, when 
be wrote, grew large as pillows or small as pees at the 
end of his wrists. That steadfastness bore bis body to 
the telegraph-office at the railway-station, and dictated 
a tel^ram to Hawkins saying that the Ehanda district 
was, in his judgment, now safe, and he " waited fuT' 
ther orders.'* 

The HsdraBsee telegraph-clerk did not approve of a 
large, gaunt man falling over bim in a dead faint, not 
so much because of the weight as because of tixe names 
and blows that Fais UUah dealt him when he found 
the bodyrolled under a braich. Then Fais Ullab took 
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UanketB. quilts, and corerletB where he found them, 
and lay down under Qiem at his master's side, and 
bound his arms with a tent-rope, and filled Tiim 
with a horrible stew of herbs, and set the policeman to 
fight him when he wished to escape from the intoler- 
able heat of his coverings, and shut the door of the 
telegraph-office to keep out the ourious for two nights 
and one day; and when a light engine came down the 
line, and Hawkins kicked in the door, Scott haUed him 
weakly but in a natural voice, and Faiz TTllah stood 
back and took all the credit, 

" For two nights, Heaven-bom, he was pagal," said 
Faiz TTllah. " Look at my nose, and consider the eye 
of the ptdiceman. He beat us with his bound hands; 
but we sat upon him. Heaven-bom, and though his 
words were tez, we sweated him. Heaven-bom, never 
has been such a sweat I He is weaker now than a child ; 
but the fever has gone out of him, by the grace of Ood. 
There remains only my nose and the eye of the consta- 
beel. Sahib, shall I ask for my <^iimiiHtiA.l because my 
Sahibhasbeatenmet" And Faiz Ullah laid his long thin 
hand carefully on Scott's chest to be sure that the fever 
was all gone, ere he went out to open tinned soups and 
discourage such as laughed at his swelled nose. 

"The district 's all right," Scott whispered. *'U 
does n't make any difference. Tou got my wire! I 
shall be fit in a week. 'Can't understand how it hap- 
pened. I shall be fit in a few days." 

" You 're coming into camp with us," said Hawkins. 

" But look here— but— " 

" It '■ all over except tbe shouting. We sba'n't need 
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70U Punjabis any more. On my honour, wie sha'nt. 
Uartyn goes back in a few weeks; Arbuthnot 'a 
returned already ; Ellis and Ciaj are putting tlie last 
touchee to a new feeder-line tbo QoTemment'e built as 
relief-work. Morten 'b dead— he was a Bengal man, 
though ; you would nt know him. 'Pon my word, you 
and Will — Hiss Uartyn— seem to have come tiuough 
it as well as anybody." 

"Oh, how is she, by-the-wayT" The voice went up 
and down as he spoke. 

** G<dng strong when I left her. The Boman Catholic 
Missions are adopting the unclaimed babies to turn than 
Into little priests; the Basil Uission is taking some, 
and the mothers are taking t^e rest. You should hear 
the little beggars how! when they 're s»it away from 
William. She 's pulled down a bit, but so are we all. 
Kow, when do you suppose you *1I be able to movel " 

" I can't come into camp in this state. I won't," he 
readied pettishly. 

" Well, you are rather a sight, but from what I gath* 
ered there it seemed to me they 'd be glad to see you 
under any conditions, I '11 look over your work here, 
if you like, for a couple of days, and you can pull your* 
self together while Faiz Ullah feeds you up." 

Scott could walk dimly by the time Hawkins's in- 
spection was ended, and he flushed all over when Jim 
said of his work that it was " not half bad," and vcd- 
unteered, further, that he had considered Scott his 
right-hand man through the famine, and would feel 
It his duty to say se much officially. 

80 they came back by rail to the old camp; but there 
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irore no orowda near it; the long flres In the trenchei 
were dead and black, and the famine-Bheds were al- 
most empty, 

*' You seel " said Jim. " There is n't much more to 
do. 'Better ride up and see the wife. They 've pitched 
a tent for you. Dinner *s at seren. I 've some work 
here." 

Riding at a toot-pace, Faiz Dllah by his stirrup, Scott 
came to William in the brown-calico riding-habit, sitting 
at the dining-tent door, her hands in her lap, white as 
ashee, thin and worn, with no lustre in her hair. There 
did not seem to be any Mrs, Jim on the horizon, and all 
that William could say was : " Uy word, how pulled 
down you look I" 

'* I 've had a touch of fever. Tou don't look very 
well yourBelf." 

" Ob, I 'm fit enough. We 've stamped it out. I sup- 
pose you know? " 

Scott nodded. *' We shall all be returned In a few 
weeks. Hawkins told me." 

" Before Christmas, Mrs. Jim says. Sha'n't you 
be glad to go back? I can smell the wood-smoke al- 
ready " i William sniffed. " We shall he in time for all 
the Christmas doings. I don't suppose even the Pun- 
jab QoTermnent would be base enough to transfer Jack 
till the new yearl " 

*' It seems hundreds of years ago— the Punjab and all 
that— does n't itt Are you glad you camel " 

"Now it 's all over, yes. It has been ghastly here, 
though. You know we had to sit still and do nothing, 
and Sir Jim was away so much." 
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** Do notbiogl How did joa get on with tlie milk* 
Ingl" 

** X managed It Bomehov— after yon taught me. *Be- 
membert" 

Then the talk stopped with an almoflt audible jar. 
Still no Ifrs. Jim, 

" That reminds me, I owe you fifty rupees for the 
condensed milk. I thought perhaps yon 'd be coming 
hM« when you were transferred to the Khanda district, 
and I could pay you then; hut you did n't." 

" I passed within five miles of the camp, but it was 
in fbe middle of a march, you see, and the carts were 
breaking down every few minutes, and I could n't get 
'em over the ground till ten o'clock that night. I 
wanted to come awfully. TouknewIdid,didn'tyou)" 

" I— beUeTe—I—did," said William, facing him with 
level eyes. She was no longer white. 

" Did you understand! " 

" Why you did n't ride inl Of course I did." 

"Why!" 

" Because you could n't, of course. I knew that." 

" Did you care! " 

" If you had come in— but I knew you would n't— 
but if you had, I should have cared a great deaL Ton 
know I should." 

"Thank Qod I did n'tl Oh, but I wanted tol I 
could n't trust myself to ride in front of the carts, be- 
cause I kept edging 'em over here, don't you know}" 

*' I knew you would n't," said William, ctmtentedly. 
" Here 's your fifty." 

Scott bent forward and kissed the haol that held the 
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greasy notes. Its feiQow patted him awkward^ bat 
very tenderly on the head. 

" And vou knew, too, did n't yoat " said WOUain, In a 
nev Toice. 

" No, on my honour, I did n't. I had n't the— the 
check to expect anything of the kind, except ... I 
say, were you out riding anywhere the day I paased 
by to Ehandal " 

William nodded, and smiled after the manner of an 
angel surprieed in a good deed. 

" Then it was just a speck I saw of your habfi in 
the-" 

" Palm-grove on the Southern cart-road, I saw your 
helmet when you came up from the nullah by the tem- 
ple—just enough to be sure that you were all right. 
D' you care?" 

Thia time Scott did not kiss her hand, for they were 
in the dusk of the dining-tent, and, because William's 
knees were trembling under her, she had to sit down in 
the nearest chair, where she wept long and happily, her 
head on her armsj and when Scott imagined that it 
would be well to comfort her, she needing nothing of the 
kind, she ran to her own tent ; and Scott went out into 
the world, and smOed upon it largely and idiotically. 
But when Faia Ullah brought him a drink, he found it 
necessary to support one hand with the other, or the 
good whisky and soda would have been spilled abroad. 
There are fevers and fevers. 

But it was worse— much worse— the strained, eye- 
shirking ti«\lir at dinner I^H the servants had withdrawn, 
and worst ol all when Mrs. Jim, who had been on tha 
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edge of weeping from the soup down, kissed Scott and 
William, and th^ drank one whole bottle of champagne^ 
hot, because there was no ice, and Scott and William sat 
outside the tent in the etarligbt till Mrs. Jim drove them 
in for fear of more fever. 

Apropos of these things and some others William said : 
" Being engaged ia abominable, because, 70U see, one 
has no ofQclal position. We must be thankful we 've 
lots of things to do." 

" Things to doi" said Jim, when that was reported to 
tkim. " Th«7 're neither of them aii7 good any more, I 
can't get five hours' work a day out of Sdott. He 'a in 
the clouds half the time." 

" Oh, but they 're ao beautiful to watch, Jimmy, tt 
will break my heart when th^ go. Oan't yon do ai^- 
thing for himf " 

" X *Te given the Government the impresaioa— at least, 
I hope I have— that he personally conducted the entire 
famine. But all he wants is to get on to the Luni Oanal 
Works, and William 's Just as bad. Have you w«r 
heard 'em talking of barrage and aprons and waste- 
waterl It 'a their style of spooning, I suppose." 

Mrs. Jim smiled tmderly. " Ah, that 's in the inteih 
vala— bless 'em." 

And 80 Love ran about the camp unrebuked in broad 
daylight, while men picked up the pieces and put ttum 
neatly away of the Famine in the Eight Districts. 

Homing brought the pmetrating chill of the Northern 

December, the layers of wood-smoke, the dusly grey- 

blue of the tawnpT-j^feg ^ the domes oi ruined twnba, and 
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an the Bmell of the white Northern plains, as the mail- 
train ran on to the mil»'Iong SuUej Bridge. William, 
wrapped In a pothteen—a BiUc-emhroidered aheepekin 
jacket trimmed with rough astrakhan— looked out 
with moist e7esandnoBtrilsthatdilatedj07ouBl7. The 
South of pagodas and palm-treefl, the overpopulated 
Hindu South, was done with. Here was the land 
she knew and loved, and before her la; the good life 
she understood, among folk of her own caste and 

Thef were picking them up at almost erer; station 
now—men and women coming in for the Christmas 
Week, with racquets, with bundles of poIo-stickB, with 
dear and bruised cricket-bats, with fox-terriers and 
saddles. The greater part of them wore jackets like 
William's, t<a the Northern cold is as little to be trifled 
with as the Northern heat. And William was among 
them and of them, her haaAa deep in her pockets, hei 
collar turned up orer her ears, stamping her feet on 
the idatforms as she walked up and down to get warm, 
visiting from carriage to carriage and everywha« being 
congratulated. Scott was with the bachelors at the far 
end of the train, where they chaffed him mercileBBly 
about feeding babies and milking goats; but from time 
to time he would stroll up to William's window, and 
murmur: " Good enough, is n't it! " and William would 
answer with sighs of pure delight: "Oood enough. 
Indeed," The large open names of the home towns 
were good to listen to. TTmballa, Ludionnali, E^illour, 
Jullundur, tliey rang like the coming marriage-beUs in 
her ean, and WiUiam felt deeply and truly sony for all 
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I and outsiders— Tisitoni, tourists, ftiul those 
{re6lL>caught for the serrice of the country. 

It was a glorious return, and when the bachelon gave 
tba CStrisbnaa Ball, WHliam ma, unofflcially, you might 
say, the chief and honoured guest among the Stewards, 
who could make things very pleasant for Oieir frimidB. 
She and Scott danced nearly all the dances together, and 
sat out the rest in the big dark gallery overlooking the 
superb teak fioor, where the uniforms blazed, and the 
sputB clinked, and the new frocks and four hundred 
danceis went round and round till the draped flags on 
the pillars flapped and bellied to the whiii of it. 

About midnight half a doson men who did not care 
for dancing came over from the Club to play " Waits," 
and— that was a surprise the Stewards had arranged— 
before any one knew what had happened, the band 
stopped, and hidden voices broke into " Qood King 
Tencflslaua," and William in the gallery hummed and 
beat time with her foot: 

"MkA my footatopa well, tnjr paga, 
Trekd thou in them boldljr. 
Thou ihAlt feel the wlutei'* rage 
Ftmbo thj blood leaa coMlj I " 

" Oh, Ihope they are going to give us another! Is n't 
it pret^, coming out of the datk in that way t Look- 
look down. There 's Mrs. Gregory wiping her ^esl " 

"It *s like Home, rather," said Scott "I remem 
ber-" 

"Bsht Listen!— dear." And it began again: 
* Vbea ihepherda watohed their fioob bjr nlf^t- " 

" A-b-hl " saU William, drawing closer to BeoK 
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" AU seated OD the gtwaiA, 
The Angel of the Lord oftme down, 
And gjory shone sronnd. 
' Pear not,' said he (for mlghtj drasd 
Had seized their tronLled mind) ; 
'Olad tidingx of great joj I bring 
To yon and all mankind,* ' 

rhis time it waa Villiam that wiped her ^ea. 
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AI/)CX)HOTl VIE Lb, next to a marine engise, the most 
sensitive thing man ever made; and No. .007, be- 
{ddes being sensitive, was new. The red paint was hard- 
ly diy OD his spotlees bumper-bar, his headl%ht shone 
like a fireman's helmet, and bis cah might have been a 
hard-vood-flnish parlour. They had run him into the 
round-house after his trial— he had said good-bye to his 
best friend in the shops, the ovetiiead traTelling-craoe— 
the big world was just outside; and the other locos 
were taking stock of him. He looked at the semicircle 
of bold, unwinking headlights, heard the low purr and 
mutter of the steam mounting in the gauges— scornful 
hisses of contempt as a slack valve lifted a little— and 
would have given a month's oil for leave to crawl 
through his own driving-wheels into the brick ash-pit 
beneath him. .007 was an eight-wheeled " American " 
loco, slightly different from others of his type, and as he 
stood he was worth ten ttiousand doUara on the Com- 
pany's books. But if you had bought him at his own 
valuation, after half an hour's waiting in tiie ilnrkinfr. 
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edioing roimd-hoiiM. you would have saved exaaOy 
sine thouflBud "'"** hundred and nlnety-niiie doUan 
and ninety-eight cents. 

A heavy Ifogul freight, with a short cow-catcher and a 
fir&-box that came down within three inches of the rail, 
began the impolite game, speaking to a Pittsburg Con* 
solidatlon, who was visiting. 

"Vniere did thia thing bluw in fromT" he asked, 
Willi a drean^ pufE of light steam. 

" It *8 all I con do to keep track of our mokes," wai 
the answer, " without lookin' after your back-numbers 
Guess it 's something Peter Cooper left over when ha 
died." 

.007 quivered; bis steam was getting u^, but he held 
bis tongue. Even a hand-car knows what sort <^ loco- 
motive it was that Peter Cooper experimented upon la 
the far-away Thirties. It carried its coal and water in 
two apple-barrels, and was not much bigger than a 
bicycde. 

then up and spoke a small, newish switching-engine, 
with a little step in front of his bumper-timber, and his 
wheels so close together that he looked like a broncho 
getting ready to buck. 

" Something 's wrong with the rood when a Pennsyt 
vaoia gravel-pusher telia us anything about our stock, / 
think. That kid 's all right. Eustis designed him, and 
Eustis designed me. Ain't that good enoufj^l " 

.007 oould have carried the awitching-Ioco round the 
yard in bis tender, but be felt grateful for even this 
little word of consolation. 

** We don't use band-cars on the Pennsylvania," said 
[244] 
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the Oonsolidatlon. '* That— or— peanut-stand *■ old 
ODOu^ and ugly enough to speak for himseU." 

" He has n't bin spoken to yet. He 'e bin c^toke at. 
Hain't ye any manners on the PennsylTaniat " said the 
switching-loco. 

"You ought to be in the yard, Poney," said the 
Mogul, severely. ■* We 're all long-haulers here." 

"That 's what you think," the little fellow replied. 
" You '11' know more 'fore the night 'e out. I 've bin 
downtoTrack 17,and the freight there— oh,ChriBtmasl" 

'* I 'tb trouble enough in my own diriBion," said a 
lean, light suburban loco with very abit^ brake-shoes. 
** 1^ commuters would n't rest till th^ got a parlour> 
car. They 've hitched it back <rf all, and it hauls 
worse *n a snow-plough. 1 11 snap her oft some day sure, 
and then they '11 blame every one except their fool- 
selves. Tbey'llbeaskin'metohaulavestibulednextr' 

" They made you in New Jersey, did n't they? " said 
Poney. " Thought so. Commuters and tnick-wsgons 
ain't any sweet haulin', but I tell you they 'le a heap 
better 'ncuttin* out refrigerator-cars or oil-tanks. Why, 
I *ve hauled~" 

"Banll Toul" said the Mogul, contemptuously, 
" It *s an you can do to bunt a cold-storage car up the 
yard. Now, I—" he paused a little to let the words 
sink in—" I handle the Flying Freight— e-leren cars 
worth just anything you please to mention. On the 
stroke of eleven I pull out; and I 'm timed for thir^- 
five an hour. Costly-perishable— fragile— immediate 
—that 's mel Suburban trafBo 's only but one d^ree 
betterthan switching. Express freight b what pays.'' 
[245] 
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"Wen, I alnt given to bloving, Mamie, 'begmtiie 
PittBbuigJk Consolidation. 

" Not You was sent in here because you grunted on 
the grade," Foney interrupted. 

*' Where I grunt, you 'd lie down, Poney: but, as I 
was Baying, I don't blow much. Notwithstandin*, if 
you want to see freight that is freight moved livdy, you 
should see nie warbling through the Alle^haniee witii 
thirty-seven ore-cars behind me, and my brakemen 
flghtin' tramps so 's they can't attend to my tooter. I 
have to do all the holdin' back then, and, though I say 
it, I 've never bad a load g^ away &mu me yet. No, 
sir. Hauljn' *b one thing, but judgment and discretion 'e 
another. You want judgment in my buainees." 

" Ahl But— but are you not paralysed by a sense of 
your overwhelming reaponsibilitiest " said a curious, 
husky voice from a comer. 

"Who 's thatf " .OOTwhispered to the Jersey commuter. 

" Compound— experiment— N. Q, She's bin switchin* 
in the B. ft A. yards for six months, when she was n't 
in the shops. She 's economical (7 call it mean) In her 
coal, but she takes it out in repairs. Ahem I I presume 
you found Boston somewhat isolated, madam, after 
your New York seasonT" 

'* I am never so well occupied as when I am alone." 
The Ccnnpound seemed to be talking from half-way up 
her smoke-stack. 

" Sure," said the irreverent Poney, mider his breath. 
" They don't hanker after h^ any in the yard." 

■' But, with my constitution and temperament— my 
work lies in Boston— I find your outrecuidance^ " 
[246j 
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-'Outer whichf" said the Mogul freight. "Btnqtb 
eylindera are good enough for me." 

"Ferha^I should have Baid^roucA«rM," hissed the 
Omnpound. 

'* I don't hold with any make of papier-mftchi wheel," 
the Ifogul insisted. 

The Compound sighed pityingly, and said no more. ' 

" Oit 'em all shapes in this world, don't yet " said 
Foney. "That 's Mass'chusetts all over. They half 
start, an' then they stick on a dead-centre, an' blame it 
all on other folk's ways o' treatin' them. Talkin' o' 
Boston, Crananche told me, last night, he had a hot-box 
just beyond the Newtons, Friday. That was why, fte 
says, the Accoounodation was held up. Hade out no 
end of a tale, Oomaoche did." 

" If I 'd heard that in the shops, with my boiler out 
for repairs, I 'd know 't was one o' Comanche's lies," 
the New Jersey commuter snapped. "Hot-box I Him I 
What happened was they 'd put an extra car on, and 
he just lay down on the grade and squealed. They had 
to send 127 to help him through. Hade it out a hot- 
box, did hef Time before titat he said he was ditched! 
Looked me square in the headlight and told me that as 
cool as— as a water-tank in a cold wave. Hot-box I 
Tou ask 127 about Comanche's hot-box. Why, Co- 
manobe he was side-tracked, and 127 (ft« was just about 
Be mad as they make 'em on account o* being called out 
at ten o'clock at night) took hold and snapped her into 
Boston in seventeen minutes. Hot-box I Hot fraud) 
That 's what Comanche is." 

Then .007 put both drivers and hie pilot into it, as tlie 
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■aying is, tor he asked what sort of thing a hot-boi 
might be? 

" Faint my bell sky-blue! " said Poney, the switcher. 
" Make me a surface-railroad loco with a hard-wood 
Bkirtiu' -board round my wheels. K-eak me up and cast 
me into five-cent ddewalk-fakire' mechanical toysl 
Here 'a an ei^t-wheel coufded ' American ' don't know 
what a hot-box is I Never heard of an onergency-stop 
either, did yef Don't know what ye carry jack-ecrewa 
forf You 're too innocent to be left alcme with your 
own tender. Oh, you— you 8at-carl " 

There was a roar (d escaping steam before any (me 
could answer, and .007 neariy blistered his paint off 
with pore mortification. 

"A hot-box," hegtm the Compound, picking and 
choosing her words as though tiiey were coal, ** a hot- 
box is the penalty exacted from inexperience by haste. 
AhemI" 

*' Hot-boxl " said the Jersey Suburban. *' It 'a the 
price you pay for going on the tear. It 'a jreara since 
I Ve bad one. It 'a a disease that don't attack shott- 
haulera, as a rule." 

*' TTe never have hot-boxes on the Pennsylvania," 
said the OtHisolidation. "They get 'em in New York- 
same as nervous prostration." 

"Ah, go home on a ferry-boat," said the Mogul. 
" You think because you use worse grades than our 
toad 'u'd allow, you 're a kind of Alleghany angeL 
Now, I '11 tell you what you . . . Here 's n^ folk. 
Well, I can't stop. Bee you later, pertiaps." 

He rolled forward majesticallv to the turn-table, and 
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swung Ilka a man-of-vor in a tidavay, tni he picked 
up his track. " But as for you, you pea-green swivelin' 
coffee-pot (thiB to .007), you go out and learn somethiog 
before you associate Trith thrae who 've made mor» 
mileage in a week than you '11 roll up in a year. 
CoBtly—perishabla— fragile— immediate— that 'b mel 
8* long." 

"Split my tubes if that 'sactin' polite to a new mem- 
ber o' the awtherhood," said Poney. " There was n't 
any call to trample on ye like that. But manners was 
left out when Uoguls was made. Keep up your fire, 
kid, an' bum your own smoke. 'Oueos we '11 all be 
wanted in a minute." 

Men were talking rather excitedly in the round- 
house. One man, in a dingy jers^, said that he had n't 
any locomotiveB to waste on the yard. Another man, 
with a piece of crumpled p^per in his hand, said that 
the yard-master said that he was to say that if the other 
man said anything, he (the other man) was to ehut his 
head. Then the other man waved his arms, and wanted 
to know if he was expected to keep locomotives in his 
hip-pocket. Then a man in a black Prince Albert, 
without a collar, came up dripping, for it was a hot 
August night, and said that what he said went ; and 
between the three of them the locomotives began to 
go, too — first the Compound; then the Consolidation; 
the .007. 

Now, deep down in his flre-box, .007 had cherished a 

hope that as soon as his trial was done, he would be led 

forth with songB and shoutings, and attached to a green- 

and-chocolate vestibuled flyer, under charge of a bold 
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AUd noble engineer, who would pat him on h!b faa<^ 
and weep over him, and call him his Arab Bteed. (Ths 
boys in the shops where he was built used to read won- 
derful stories of railroad life, and ,007 expected things 
to happen as he had heard.) But there did not eeem 
to be many Toetibuled fliers in the roaring, rumbUng, 
electric-lighted yards, and his engineer only said: 

" Now, what sort of a fool-sort of an injector has 
Eustis loaded on to this rig this tunel" Andheputthe 
lever over with an angry snap, crying- " Am I sup- 
posed to switch with this thing, heyl" 

The collariees man mopped his head, and replied that, 
in the present state of the yard and freight and a few 
other things, the engineer would switch and keep on 
switching till the cows came home. .007 pushed out 
gingerly, his heart in his headlight, so nervous that the 
clang of his own bell almost made him jump the track. 
Lanterns waved, or danced up and down, before and be- 
hind him; and on eveiy side, six tracks deep, sliding 
backward and forward, with clashings of couplers and 
squeals of hand-brakes, were cars— more cars than .007 
had dreamed of. There were oil-cars, and hay -cars, and 
stock-cais full of lowing beasts, and ore-cars, and 
potato-cars with stovepipe-ends sticking out in the mid- 
dle; cold-storage and refrigerator cars dripping ice- 
water on the tracks; ventilated fruit- and milk-cars ; flat- 
cars with truck-wagons full of mai^et-stuff; flatH^rs 
loaded with reapers and binders, all red and green and 
gUt under the siuling electric lights ; flat-cars piled high 
with strong-scented hides, pleasant hendock-plank, or 
bundles oi shingles; flat-cars creaking to the weight 
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of thirly>toQ castinfcs, angle-iroiiB, and riTet-boxes for 
snne new bridge; and hundreds and bundreda and hun- 
dreds of box-cars loaded, locked, and chalked. Vea— 
hot and angry —crawled among and between and under 
the thousand wheels; men took flTing jumpa through 
his cab, when he baited for a moment; men Bat cm his 
pilot as he went forward, and on his tender as he re- 
turned; and regiments of men ran along the tope of the 
box-cars beside him, screwing down brakes, waving 
tbeir anna, and crying curious things. 

He was pushed forward a foot at a time ; whirled back- 
wardy hiif rear drivers nlinlring and clanking, a Quar- 
ter ctf a mile; jerked into a switch (yard-swltehea are 
very stubby and unaccommodating], bunted into a Bed 
D, or Mrachant's Transport car, and, with no hint or 
knowledge of the weight behind him, started up anew. 
When bis load was fairly on the move, tbree or four cars 
would be cut off, and .007 would bound forward, only 
to be held hiccupping on the brake. Then he would wait 
a few minutes, watching the whirled lanterns, deafened 
with the clang of the bells, giddy with the vision of the 
sliding can, his brake-pump panting forty to the minute, 
his front coui^er lying sideways on his cow-catcber, like 
a tired dog's tongue in his mouth, and the whole of him 
covered with half-burnt coal-dust. 

" *T is n't so easy switching wit^ a Btraigbt-bacbed 
tender," said his little friend of the round-house, bus- 
tling by at a trot, " But you 're comin' on pret^ fair. 
'Ever seen a fiyin' switchf Kof Then watch me." 

Poney was in charge of a dozen heavy fl-at-CAra. Sud- 
denly he shot away from them with a sharp " Whutl/" 
[2611 
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A switcli opened in the shadows ahead; he turned up 
it like a rabbit as it snapped behind him, and the long 
line of twelvo-foot-higb lumber jolted on into the arms 
<^ a full-aized road-loco, who acknowledged receipt 
with a dry howl. 

" ICy man 's reckoned Oie smartest in the yard at that 
trick," be said, returning. "Oives me cold shiyers 
when aaothor fool tries it, though. That 's where my 
short wheel-base comes in. Like as not you 'd have 
70ur tender scraped off if you tried it." 

.007 had no ambitions that way, and said so, 

" No? Of course this ain't your regular business, but 
aay, don't you think it 'e intereetin'f Have you seen 
\he yard-mastert Well, he 's the greatest man on earth, 
an' don't you foi^t it. When are we throught Why, 
kid, it 'b always like this, day an' night— Sundays an' 
week-days. See that thirty-car &ei^t slidin' in four, 
no, five tracks oft! She 's all mixed freight, sent here 
to be sorted out into straight trains. That 's why we 're 
cuttin' out the cars one by one." He gave a vigorous 
push to a west-bound car as he spoke, and started back 
with a little snort of surprise, for the car was an old 
fnend— an U. T. K. box-car. 

"Jack my drivers, but it 'a Homeleae Katel Why, 
Eate, ain't there no gettin' you bai^ to your friendaf 
There 's forty chasers out for you from your road, if 
there 'a one. Who 's htddin' you nowf " 

*'Wiah I knew," whimpered Homeless Eate. "I 

belong in Topeka, but I 've bin to Cedar Bapids; I 've 

bin to Winnipeg; I 've bin to Newport News; I 've Mn 

all down the old Atlanta and West Point; an' I 've bio 
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to Buftlo. Hnybe I II fetch up at Bavextfmw. I *v< 
only bin out ten months, but I *m homesick— I 'm just 
aohin* homesick." 

"Tiy Chicago, Katie," eaid the Bwitcbing-ioeo; and 
the battered old car lumbered down the track, Jolting: 
" I want to be in Kansas when the sunflowers Uoom." 

" 'Yard *B full o' Homdess Kates an' Wandeiin' 
Williefl," be explained to .007. " I knew an old Fitch- 
burg flat-car out eerenteen months; an' one of ours was 
gone fifteen 'fore ever we got track of her, Dunno 
quite how our men fix it. 'Swap around, I guees. 
Anyway, I 're done my duty. She 's on her wt^ to 
KansaH, via Chicago; but I '11 lay my next bdlerful 
she '11 be held there to wait consignee's convenience, 
and sent back to us with wheat in the fall." 

Just then the Pittsburgh Consolidation passed, at the 
head of a dozen cars. 

" I 'm gcnn' home," he said proudly. 

" Can't get all them twelve on to the fiat. Break 
'em in half, Dutchyl" cried Poney. But it was .007 
who was backed down to the last six can, and he nearly 
blew up with surprise when he found himself pushing 
them on to a huge ferry-boat. He had never seen deep 
water before, and shivered as the fiat drew away and 
left his bogies within six inches of the black, shiny tide. 

After this he was hurried to the freight-house, where 
he saw the yard-master, a smallish, white-faced man in 
shirt, trousers, and slippers, looking down upon a sea of 
trucks, a mob of bawling truckmen, and squadrons of 
backing, turning, sweating, spark-striking horses. 

" That 's shippera' carts loadin' on to the recAivln' 
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tracks," Bald the small engine, rererently. *' But he 
don't care. He lets 'em cuss. He 'g tlie Czar— King 
~Bo8b1 He saya ' Please,* and then they fcned down 
an' pray. There 's three or four strings o' to-day's 
fraght to be pulled before be can attend to them. When 
he waves his hand that way, things happen." 

A string of loaded cars slid out down the track, and 
a string of empties took their place. Bales, crates, 
boxes, jars, carboys, frails, cases^jind packages flew into 
them bam. the freight-house as though the can had 
been magnets and they iron filings. 

" Ba-yah 1 " shrieked little Poney. " Ain't it great! '* 

A purple-faced truckman shouldered his way to the 
yard-master, and shook his fist under his nose. The 
yard-master never looked up from his bundle of freight- 
receipts. He crooked his forefinger slightly, and a tall 
young man in a red shirt, lounging carelessly beside 
him, hit the truckman under the left ear, so that he 
dropped, quivering and clucking, on a hay -hale. 

"Eleven, seven, ninety-seven, L. Y. S.; fourteen 
ought ought three; nineteen thirteen; one one four; 
seventeen ought twen^-one U. B, ; and the ten west- 
bound. All straight except the two last. Cut 'em off 
at the junction. An' fAat 'sail right. Pull that string." 
The yard-master, with mild blue eyes, looked out over 
the howhng truckmen at the waters in the moonlight 
beyond, and htunmed: 

"All things bright and hwntital. 
All cretturee great and small. 
Ml things wise and wonderful 
Tha Lawd Oawd He made aUI" 
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.007 moved out the cars and ddivered them to the 
r^iular road-engine. Be had nerer felt quite bo litrf 
in his life before. 

" Curious, ain't iti " raid Foney, puffing, on the next 
track. " You an' me, if we got that man under our 
bumpers, we 'd work him into red waste an' not know 
what we 'd done; but— up there— with the steam hum- 
min* in his boiler that awful qiuet way . . ." 

" / know," said .007. " Hakes me feel as if I 'd 
dropped my flre an' was getting cold. He is the great- 
est man on earth." 

They were at the far north end of the yard now, 
under a switch-tower, looking down on tb6 four-track 
way of the main tiofUc. The Boston Compound was 
to haul .O07's string to some far-away norUiem junc- 
tion over an indifferent road-bed, and she mourned 
aloud for the ninety-six pound rails of the B. A A, 

"You 're young; you 're young," she coughed. 
"You don't realise your responsibilities." 

"Yes, he does," said Poney, sharply ; "but he don't 
lie down under 'em." Then, with a side-spurt of steam, 
exactly like a tough spitting: " There ain't more than 
fifteen thousand dollars' worth o' freight behind her any- 
way, and she goes on aa if 't were a hundred thou- 
sand—same as the Uogul's. Excuse me, madam, but 
you 've the track. . . . She 's stuck on a dead-centre 
again— bein' specially designed not to." 

The Compound crawled across the tracks on a long 

slant, groaning horribly at each switch, and moving 

like a cow in a snow-drift. There was a littie pause 

along the yard after her tail-lights had disappeared. 
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switches locked crisply, and every one seemed to b« 
waiting. 

" Now I 'U show you something worth," said Ponoy. 
" When the Purple Emperor ain't on time, it 's about 
time to amend the Constitution. The first stroke erf 
twelve is—" 

" BoomI " went the clock in tbe big yard-tower, and 
far away .007 heard a full, vibrating " Yah! Tah! 
Yah!" A headlight twinkled on the horizon like a 
star, grew an overpowering blaze, and whooped up the 
humming track to the roaring music of a happy giant's 
song: 

"mtha mlofanai— gbignd— Bhtiugftll T»li1 <TbIiI T*hl 
ran- iwel-drei— Mutter I Y*Jil Tmhl Tkhl 

She olimb upon der ehteeple, 

TJad she frig:ht«a all der people. 
Slngia'miahnal— ghigDM— Bhtiiigall TiliI Tshl" 

The last defiant "yahl yahl" was delivered a mile 
and a half beyond the passenger-depot; but .007 had 
caught one glimpse of the superb six-wheel-coupled 
racing-locomotiTe, who hauled the pride and gloiy of the 
road— the gilt-edged Purple Emperor, the millionaires' 
south-bound express, laying thci miles over his shoulder 
as a man peels a shaving from a soft board. The rest 
was a blur of maroon entune , a bar of white light from 
the electrics in the cars, and a flicker <rf nickel-platecl 
hand-rail on the rear platform. 

"Ooht" said .007. 

*' Seventy-five miles an hour these five milee. Baths, 

I Vs heard; barber's shop ; ticker; and a library and th« 
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ferttomatch. Tee, sir; seventy-five an hourl BatheH 
talk to you in the round-house just as democratic as I 
would. And I— CUBS my wheel-basel— I 'd kick clean 
off the track at half hia gaft. He 's the Uaster of our 
Lodge. Cleans up at our bouse. I 'Q introdooce yon 
•ome day. He *8 worth knowin' I There ain't many 
can sing that song, either." 

.007 was too full of emotions to answer. He did not 
hear a raging of telephone-bells in the switch-tower, dot 
the man, as he leaned out and called to .007's engineer: 
'' Got any steamt " 

" 'Nough to run her a hundred mile out o* this, if I 
could," said the engineer, who belonged to the oytm 
road and hated switching, 

" Then get. The Flying Freight 's ditched forty mile 
out, with fifty rod o' track ploughed up. No ; no one 's 
hurt, but both tracks are blocked. Lucky the wreckin'- 
car an' derrick are this end of the yard. Crew '11 be 
along in a minute. Hurry! You 'v© the track." 

*' Well, I could jest kick my little sawed-off self," said 
Poney, as .007 was backed, with a bang, <m to a grim 
and grimy car like a caboose, but full of tools— a flat- 
car and a derrick behind it. " Some folks are one thing, 
and some are another; but you 're in luck, kid. They 
push a wrecking-car. Now, don't get rattled. Tour 
wheel-base will keep you on the track, and Aere (Un't 
any curves worth mentionin'. Oh, say I Comanche told 
me there 's one section o' saw-edged track that 's liable 
to jounce ye a little. Fifteen an' a half out, after the 
grade at Jackson's crossin'. You '11 know it by a fann- 
house an' a windmill an' five maples in the dootyard 
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ffindmill 'a vrast o' the mapleo. An' there 's an el^ty^ 
foot iron bridge in the middle o' that section with no 
guard-rails. See you later. Luck ! " 

Before he knew well what had happened, .007 was fly- 
ing up the track into the dumb, dark world. Then fears 
of the night beset him. He remembered all he had ev^ 
heard of landslides, r&in-piled boulders, blown trees, 
and strayed cattle, all that the Boston Compound had 
ever said of responsibili^, and a great deal more that 
came out of his own head. Wit^ a very quavering voice 
he whistled for his first grade-crossing (an event in the 
life of a locomotiTe), and his nerves were in no way re- 
BbM«d by the sight of a frantic horse and a white-faced 
man in a buggy less than a yard &om his right shoul- 
der. Then he was sure he would jump the track ; felt 
his flanges mounting the rail at every curve; knew that 
his first grade would make him lie down even as Co- 
manche bad done at the Newtons. He whirled down the 
grade to Jackson's croeaing, saw the windmill west of 
the maples, felt tlie badly laid rails spring under him, 
and sweated big drops all over his boUer. At each 
jarring bump he believed an axle had smashed, and he 
took the eighty-foot bridge without the gunrd-raU like 
a hunted cat on the top of a fence. Then a wet leaf 
stuck against the glass of his headlight and threw a 
flying shadow on the track, so that he thought it was 
some little dancing animal that would feel soft if he ran 
over it; and anything soft underfoot frightens a loco- 
motive as it doee an elephant. But the men behind 
seemed quite calm. The wrecking-crew were climbing 
carelessly frcon the caboose to the tender— even jesting 
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with the engineer, for he heard a shuffling of feet among 
the coal, and the snatch of a eong, Bomething like this: 

" Ok, the Empirs 8Ut« miut le&m to w^t, 
And the Cumou-bkll go hang I 

When the West-bound 'a dltehed, ud the tool-ou '■ Ut«hed, 
And h 'b "wftj for the Breakdown Gang (Tan-ra I) 
"Wajrlor the Bitbkdown Oangl" 

"Sayl Eustis knew what be was doin' when he 
dfldgned this lig. She 's a bummer. New, too." 

*'SnflI Fhewl She is new. That ain't paint. 
That 'B-" 

A burning pain shot through .007's right rear driver 
— a crippling, Btinging pain. 

" This," Baid .007, as he flew, " is a hot-box. Now I 
know what it means. I shall go to pieces, I guen. Hy 
first road-run, tool " 

"Het a bit, ain't shef" the fireman ventured to 
sue^est to the engineer. 

" She '11 hold for all we want of her. We 're 'most 
there. Q-uees you chaps back had better climb into 
your car," said the engineer, his hand on the brake- 
lever. " I 've seen men snapped ofC— " 

But the crew fled back with laughter. They bad no 
wish to be jerked on to the track. The engineer half 
turned his wrist, and. 007 found his drivers pinned firm. 

" Now it '8 cornel " said ,{>07, as he yelled aloud, and 
slid like a sleigh. For the moment he fancied that he 
would jerk bodOy from oS his underpinning. 

' ' That must be the emergency-stop that Foney guyed 

me about," he gasped, as soon as he could Uiink. "Ho^ 
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box — emergency-ab^. They both hurt; but now I cas 
talk back in the round-house." 

He was halted, all hissio; hot, a few feet in the rear 
of what doctors would call a compound-commiauted car 
His engineer was kneeling down among hia driven, but 
he did not call .007 his " Arab steed," nw cry over biin. 
as the engineers did in the newspapers. He just bad- 
worded .007, and pulled yards of charred cotton-waste 
from about the axles, and hoped he might some day catch 
tiie idiot who had packed it. Nobody else attended to 
him, for E>ans, the Uogul's engineer, a little cut about 
the head, but very angry, was exhibiting, by lantern- 
light, the mangled corpse of a slim blue pig. 

" 'T were n't even a decent-Bized hog," be said. 
" 'T were a shote." 

" Dangerouseet beasts they are," said one <rf tlie 
crew. " Get under the pilot an' sort o* twiddle ye off 
the track, don't th^I" 

" Don't they? " roared Evans, who was a red-beaded 
Welshman. " You talk as if I was ditched by a hog 
every fool-day o' the week. Jain't friends with all the 
cussed half -fed shotes in the State o' New Tork. No, 
indeed! Yes, this is him— an' look what he 's done!" 

It was not a bad night's work for one stray piglet. 
The Flying Freight seemed to have flown in every di- 
rection, for the Uogul had mounted the rails and run 
diagonally a few hundred feet from right to left, taking 
witli him such cars as cared to follow. Some did not. 
They brtdce their couplers and lay down, while rear cars 
frolicked over them. In that game, they had ploughed 
up and removed and twisted a good deal oi the leA 
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band track. The Ifogul himself had waddled hito a 
corn-fleld, and there he knelt— fantastio wreaths of 
green twisted round his crank-pins; bis pilot covered 
with solid clods of field, on which corn nodded dnuik- 
enlj; his fire put out with dirt (fi^ans had done that 
as soon as he recovered his senaee); and his broken 
headlic^t half full of half-humt moths. His tender 
had thrown coal all over him, and he looked like a dis- 
r^utable buflak> who had tried to wallow in a general 
sbffe. For there 1^ scattered over the landscape, from 
tike burst cars, type-writers, sewing-machines, bicycles 
in crates, a consignment of silver-plated imported har- 
ness, French dresses and gloves, a dozen finely moulded 
bard-wood mantels, a fifteen-foot naphtha-launch, with 
a solid brass bedstead crumpled around her bows, a case 
of telescopes and microecopee, two coffins, a case of very 
best candies, some gilt-edged dairy produce, butter and 
eggs in an omelette, a broken box of expensive toys, 
and a few hundred other luxuries. A camp of tramps 
hurried up from nowhere, and generously volunteered 
to help the crew. So the brakemen, armed with cou- 
pler-pins, walked up and down on one side, and the 
freight-conductor and the fireman patrolled the other 
with their hands in their hip-pockets. A long-beaided 
man came out of a house beyond the corn-field, and told 
Evans that if the accident had happened a little later in 
the year, all his com would have been burned, and ac- 
cused Bvans of carelessness. Then he ran away, for 
Bivans was athis heels shrieking: *' 'T wae his hog done 
it— hishogdoneiti Letmekillhlml Letmeldllhiml** 
Than the wreddiig-crew laughed; and the farmer put 
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his head out oi a window and said that Evans yna no 
gentleman. 

But .007 was very sober. He had never seen a wreck 
before, and it frightened him. The crew stUl laughed, 
but they worked at the same time; and .007 forgot hat- 
ror in amazement at the way they handled the Mogul 
freight. They dug round him with spadee; they put 
ties in front of his wheels, and jack-screws under him; 
they embraced him with the derrick-chain and tickled 
him with crowbars ; while .007 was hitched on to wrecked 
cars and becked away till tta knot broke or the caxB 
rolled clear of the track. By dawn thirty or forty 
men were at work, replacing and ramming down the 
ties, gauging the raUs and spiking them. By daylight 
oil cars who could move had gone on in charge of an- 
other loco; the track was freed for traffic; and .007 had 
hauled the old Mogul over a small pavement of ties, inch 
by inch, till his flanges bit the rail once more, and he 
settled down with a clank. But his spirit was broken, 
and his nerve was gone. 

" 'T were n't even a hog," he repeated dtdefully; 
" 't were a shote; and you— |/ou of all of 'em— had to 
help me on." 

" But how in the whole long road did It happen!" 
asked .007, sizzling with curiosity. 

"HappenI Itdidn'thappenl Itjustcomel IsaQed 
right on top of him around that last curve— thought he 
was a skunk. Yes; he was all as little as that. E» 
had n't more 'n squealed once 'fore I felt my bogies lift 
(he 'd rolled right under the pflot], and Z could n't catch 
the track again to save me. Swivelled clean off, I was, 
Ihen I felt him sling himeelf along, all greasy, undor 
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my left leadin' driTer, and, oh, BoOersI that mounted 
the rail. I heard my flanges zippin' along the ties, an' 
ttie next I knew I was plajin' ' Sally, Bally Waters ' in 
the com, my tender shucbdn' coal through my cab, an' 
old man Evans lyin' still an' bleedin' in front o' me. 
Shoobt There ain't a stay or a bolt or a rivet in me 
that ain't sprung to glory somewhere " 

"Umml" said .007. "What d' you reckon you 
wei^l" 

" Without these lumps o* dirt I 'm all <rf a hondred 
thousand pound." 

" And the Bhotet " 

" flighty. Call him a hundred pound at the outside. 
He 'a worth about four 'n' a half dcdlars. Ain't it 
awfult Ain't it enough to give you nervous proetrationi 
Ain't it paralysin't Why, I come just around that 
curve—" and the Uognl told the tale again, for he was 
very badly shaken. 

" Well, It 'a all in the day's run, I guess," said .007, 
soothingly; " an*— an' a corn-field's pretty soft fallin'," 

*' If it had bin a sixty-foot bridge, an' I could ha' 
slid oft into de^ water an' blown up an' killed both 
men, same as others have done, I would n't ha' cared; 
but to be ditched by a shote— an' you to help me cut- 
in a com-fidd— an' an old bi^Nseed in bis nightgown 
cuadn* me like as if I was a sick truck-horse 1 . . . Oh, 
it *fi awfull Don't call me Uogult I 'm a sewin'- 
machine. They 11 guy my sand-box off in the yard." 

And .007, his hot-box cooled and his experience vastly 
enlarged, hauled the Uogul freight Blowly to the round- 
house. 

'*^llo, old man! Bin out all night, hain't yet** 
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nid the lirepreeslble IPoaey, who had Jugt cmiw off 
duty. " Well, I must say you look it. Coetly— perfah- 
able— fragile— inunediate— that 'B you 1 Gototheebopa, 
take them Tine-leaves out o' your hair, an' git 'nu to 
play the hose od you." 

" Leave him alone, Pon«y," said .007, severdy, as he 
was swung on the tum-table, " or I '11—'* 

" 'Did n't know the old granger was any special 
friend o' yours, kid. He was n't over-ciTil to you last 
time I saw him." 

" I know it; but I 've seen a wreck since then, and it 
haa about scared the paint off me, I 'm not going to 
guy anyone as long as I steam—not when they 're new 
totbebusiness an' anxious to learn. And I 'm not goin* 
M guy the old Uogul either, though I did find him 
wreathed around with roastin'-ears. 'T was a little bit 
of a shote— notahog— juatashote, Poney— no b^ger'n 
a lump of anthracite— I saw it— that made all the mess. 
Anybody can be ditched, I guess." 

" Found that out already, have yout Well, that 's a 
good beginnin'." It was the Purple Emperor, with his 
high, tight, plate-glass cab and green velvet cushion, 
waiting to be cleaned for his next day's fly. 

" Let me make you two gen'Iemen acquainted," said 
Poney. " This is our Purple Emperor, kid, whom you 
were admirin' and, I may say, envyin' last night. Hiia 
is a new brother, worshipful sir, with moat of his mile- 
age ahead of him, but, so far as a serving-brother can, 
I '11 answer for him." 

" 'Happy to meet you," said the Purple Emperor, 

with a glance round the crowded round-house. "1 
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guOH there are enough of ua here to (onn a full meettn*. 
Ahem I By virtue of the authority veated in me as 
Head of the Bead, I hereby declare and pronounce No. 
.007 s fuU and accepted Brother of the Amalgamated 
Brotherhood of Looomotivee, and ae such entitled to all 
shop, switch, track, tank, and round-house privileges 
throughout my jurisdiction, in the Degree of Superior 
Flier, it bein' well known and credibly reported to me 
that our Brother has covered forty-one miles in thirty- 
nine minutes and a half on an errand of mercy to the 
afOicted. At a convMiient time, I myself will c<numu- 
nicate to you the Song and Signal of this Degree wberet^ 
you may be recognised in the darkest night. Take your 
stall, newly entered Brother among LocomotivesI " 

Now, in the darkest night, even as the Purple Emperor 
Bai<), if you will stand on the bridge across the frei^t- 
yard, looking down upon the four-track way, at 2: 30 
4. H., neither before nor after, when the "White Uoth, 
£bat takes the overflow from the Purple Emperor, 
tears south with her seven vestibuled cream-white cars, 
you will hear, as ttie yard-clock makes the half -hour, a 
fu-away sound like the bass of a violoncello^ and then, 
a hundred feet to each word: 
**Wlthsitaehiua-iftlgiul-ahtiiigall Tshl Tahl TshI 

Bn-E»ei-<lni-Mtitt«rI Ythl T«bl Tsbl 
Bb» «Umb upon der ahtwpl*, 
U&d ihe frighten sll der people, 

Sloglii'mloluwl— {^Ignai— ahtliigmll Tahl Tsht* 
Tbat is .007 covering bis one hundred and fifty-six 
miles in two hundred and twenty- one minutes, 
[2651 



:dbvGoogIe 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE MALTESE CAT 



:dbvGoogIe 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE MALTESE CAT 

T HTC T had good reason to be proud, and better re& 
BOD to be afraid, all twelve of them; for though they 
had fought their way, game by game, up the teatna, 
entered for the polo tournament, they were meeting 
the Archangels tliat afternoon in the final match; and 
the Archangels nien were playing with half a doi»n 
ponies apiece. Ab the game was divided into six quar- 
ters of eight minutes each, that meant a fresh pony 
after every halt. The Skidars' team, even supposing 
there were no accidents, could only supply one pony 
for every other change; and two to one is heavy odds. 
Again, as Shiraz, the grey Syrian, pointed out, they 
were meeting the pink and pick of the pdo-poniee of 
Upper India, ponies that had coat from a thousand 
rupees each, while they themselves were a cheap lot 
gathered, often from country-carts, by their masters, 
who belonged to a poor but honest native infantry 



" IConey means pace and weight," said Shiras, rub- 
bing bis black-silk nose dolefully along his neat-fitting 
boot, " and by the maiimfl of the game as I know it—" 

" Ah, but we are n't playing the maxims," said The 

ICalteseCat. " We 're playing the game; and we've the 

great advantage of knowing the game. Just Oiink a 
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fliride, Shinul We 're puUed up from bottom to aeoooA 
place in two veeks sgainst all those fellows tm the 
ground here. That 'b because we play wiUi our lieads 
as wall as our feet." 

" It makes me feel undersized and unhappy all the 
same," said Kittiwjnk, a mouse-coloured mare with 
a red brow-band and the cleanest pair of legs that 
ever an aged pony owned. " They 've twice our style, 
these others." 

Kittiwynk looked at the gathering and sighed. ' Tbe 
hard, dusty polo-groimd was lined with thousands of 
soldiers, black and white, not counting hundreds and 
hundreds of carriages and drags and dog-carts, and 
ladies with brilliant-coloured parasols, and officers 
in uniform and out of it, and crowds of natives behind 
them ; and orderlies on camels, who had halted to watch 
the game, instead of carrying letters up and down the 
station ; and native horae-dealers running about oo thin- 
eared Bihichl mares, looking for a chance to sell a few 
first-class polo-pcmiee. Then there were the ponies of 
thirty teams that had entered for the Upper India 
Free-for-All Cup— nearly every pony of worth and 
dignity, from Mhow to Peshawar, from Allahabad to 
Uultan; prize ponies, Arabe, Syrian, Barb, counby- 
bred, Deccanee, Waziii, and Kabul ponies of every 
colour and shape and temper ttiat you could imagine. 
Some of th^n were in mat-roofed stables, close to the 
polo-ground, but most were under saddle, while their 
masters, who had heea defeated in the eariier games, 
trotted in and out and told the world exactly bow tht 
game should be played. 
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B was % ^oriouB sf^t, and the come and go of the 
little, quick hooves, and the incessant salutationa of 
ponies that bad met before on other polo-groundg or race- 
courses were enough to drive a four-footed thing wild. 

But the Skidacs' team were careful not to know their 
nwghbours, though half the ponies on the ground were 
anxious to scrape acquaintance with the little fdlows 
that had come from the North, and, so far, had swept 
the board. 

" Let *8 see," said a soft gold-coloured Arab, who 
had been playing very badly the day before, to The 
Maltese Cat; "did n't we meet in Abdul Bahman'e 
stable in Bombay, four seasons agot I won the Faik- 
pattan Cup next seaBon, you may remember! " 

" Not me," said The Ualtese Cat, politely. " I was 
at Malta tiien, pulling a v^etable-cart. I don't race. 
I play the game." 

"Ohl" said the Arab, cocking his tail and swag- 
gering off. 

" Keep yourBelves to yourselves," said The Ualteee 
Oat to his companions. " We don't want to rub noses 
with all those goose-rumped half-breeds of Upper India. 
When we 've won this Cup they '11 give their shoes to 
know us." 

'< We sha'n't win the Cop," said Bhiras. " How do 
yo« feel! " 

" Stale as last night's feed when a muakrat has run 
over it," said Polaris, a rather beavy-shouldered grey; 
and the rest of the team agreed with Iiim. 

"The sooner you forget that the better," said The 
B Cat, cheerfully. " They 've finished tiffin in 
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the big tmt. We shall be wanted now. If your saddles 
are not comfy, kick. If your bits are n't eaej', rear, and 
let the Miwa know whether your boots are tight.'* 

Each p<my had his saw, bis groom, who lived and ate 
and slept with the animal, and had betted a good 
deal more than he could afford on the result of the game, 
lliere was no chance of anything going wrong, but to 
make sure, each aaia was shampooing the legs irf his 
pony to the last minute. Behind the aaiaes sat as 
many of the Skidars' regiment as had leave to attend 
the match— about half the native ofBcers, and a hun- 
dred or two dark, black-bearded men with the r«^- 
mental pipers nervously fingering the big, beribboned 
bagpipes, ^e Skidars were what they call a Pioneer 
i-egiment, cmd the bagpipes made the national music of 
half their men. "Hie native officers held bundles of polo> 
sticks, long cane-handled mallets, and as the grand stand 
filled after lunch they arranged themselves by ones and 
twos at different points round the ground, so that if a 
stick were broken the player would not have far to ride 
for a new one. An impatient British Cavalry Band 
sbiick up " If you want to know the time, ask a p'leece- 
manl " and the two umpires in light dust-coats danced 
out on two little excited ponies. Tlie four players of the 
Archangels' team followed, and the eight of Uieir beau- 
tiful mounts mads Shiraz groan again. 

" Wait till we know," said The Maltese Cat. " Two of 
'em are playing in blinkers, and that means they can't 
see to get out of the way of their own side, or they ma]f 
shy at the umpires' ponies. They'veaUgotwhite web- 
reins that are sure to stretch or slipl " 
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" And," Boid Kittiwynk, dancing to take the etiflnee* 
out of her, " they carry their whips in their hands in- 
Stead of on their wrists. Hah I " 

' ' True enough. No man can manage his stick and his 
reins and his whip that way," said The Maltese Cat. 
" I Ve fallen OTer every square yard of the Malta 
ground, and I ought to know." 

He quivered his little, flea-bitten withers just to show 
how satisfied he felt; but his heart was not so light. 
Ever since he had drifted into India on a troop-ship, 
taken, with an old rifle, as part payment for s racing 
debt, The Maltese Cat had played and preached polo to 
the Skidars' team on the Skidars' stony polo-ground. 
How a polo-pony is like a poet. If he is bom vitb a 
I love for the game, he can be made. The Maltese Cat 
knew that bamboos grew solely in ordw that polo- 
balls might be turned from ttieir roots, that grain was 
given to ponies to keep them in hard condition, and 
tb&t ponies were shod to prevent them slipping on a turn. 
But, besides all tiiese things, he knew every trick and 
defvice of the finest game in the world, and for two sea- 
sons had been teaching theottiersall he knew or guessed. 

" Bemember," be said for the hundredth time, as 
the ridrav came up, " you must play together, and you 
muat play with your heads. Whatever happens, follow 
the ball. Who goes out flrstt " 

Kittiwynk, Bhiras, Polaris, and a short hi^ little bay 
fellow with tremendous hocks and no withers worth 
speaking of (he was called Corks) were being girthed 
up, and the soldiers in the backgrotmd stared with aU 
their eyes. 

[278] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THB MALTESE CAT 

" I want you men to keep quiet," said Lutyena, Qia 
captafti of the team, " and eepecjatly not to blow your 
pipea." 

" Not If we win, Captain Sahibt " asked the piper. 

" H we win you can do what you please," said Lut. 
Tens, with a amlle, as he slipped the loop of his stick 
over his wrist, and wheeled to canter to his place. The 
Archangels' ponies were a little bit above tbemsedvea 
on account of the many-coloured crowd bo cloee to the 
ground. 7%eir riders were excdient players, but they 
wrae a team of crack players instead of a crack team; 
and that made all the diflerence in the woiiid. Tbey 
honestly meant to play together, but it is very hard 
for four men, each the beet of the team he is picked 
from, to remember that in polo no brilliancy in bitting 
or riding makes up tor playing alone. Their captain 
shouted his orders to them by name, and it is a curious 
thing that if you call his name aloud in public after an 
Englishman you make him hot and fret^. Lutyens 
said nothing to bis men, because it had all been said be- 
fore. He pulled up fflitras, for he was playing " back," 
to guard the goal. Powell on Ftdaris was half-back, and 
Hacnamara and Hughes on Corks and Kittiwynk were 
forwards. The tough, bamboo ball was set in the mid- 
dle of the ground, one hundred and fifty yards from the 
ends, and Hughes crossed sticks, heads up, with the 
Captain of the Archangels, who saw fit to play forward ; 
that is a place from which you cannot easily control 
your tet^. The litde dick as the cane-shafta met was 
heard all over the ground, and then Hughes made some 
KHt of quick wrist-stroke that just dribbled the ball a 
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tew yards. Kittiwynk knew that Btrobe of old, and fc^ 
lowed as a cat follors a mouse. While the Captain of 
the Archangels was wrenching his pony round, Hughes 
struck with all his strength, and next instant Kittiwynk 
was away, Corks following close behind her, their little 
feet pattering like laindrc^ on glass. 

" Pull out to the left," said Eittiwynk between her 
teeth; " it 's coming your way, Corks! " 

Ibe back and half-back of the Archangels were tear- 
ing down on her just as she was within reach of the bell. 
Hu^^ies leaned forward with a loose rein, and cut it 
away to the left almost under Kittiwynk's foot, and it 
hopped and skipped off to Corks, who saw that, if he was 
not quick it would run beyond the boundaries. That 
long bouncing drive gave the Archangels time to wheel 
and send three men across the ground to head oft Corks. 
Kittiwynk stayed where she was ; for she knew the game. 
Corks was on the ball half a fraction of a second before 
the others came up, and Uacnamara, with a backhanded 
stroke, sent it back across the ground to Hughes, who 
saw the way clear to the Archangels' goal, and 
smacked the ball in before any (me quite knew what 
had happened. 

"That 's luck," said Corks, as th^ changed ends. 
" A goal in three minutes for three hits, and no riding 
to speak of." 

"'Don't know," said Ptdaris. "We 've made 'em 
angry too soon. Should n't wonder if they txieA to 
rush us off our feet next time." 

" Keep the ball hanging, then," said Shiras. "That 
wears out every pony that is not used to it." 
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Next time there was no easy gaUoping acroas the 
ground. All the ArphttngulB closed up as one man, but 
there they stayed, for Ckirks, Kittiwynk, and Folaria 
were aomewbere on the top of the ball, marking time 
among the rattling sticks, while Shiraz circled about 
outside, waiting for a chance. 

" We can do this all day," said Polaris, ramming his 
quarters into the side of another pony. " Where do 
you think you 're shoving to! " 

" I '11— I 'U be driven in an eibfea if I know," was the 
gasping reply, " and I 'd give a week's feed to get my 
blinkers off. I can't see anything." 

" The dust is rather bad. Whew] Iliat was one (or 
my off-hock. Wher e 's the ball, Qorksf " 

' ' Under _mj_t^. 4t_kaat. the jnan 's lookinj^ for it 
there! This is beautiful. They can't use their sticks, 
end it 's drivii^ 'em wild. Give old linkers a push 
and then he '11 go over." 

" Here, don't touch met I can't see. I 'U— I '11 hack 
out, I think," said the pony in blinken, who knew tiiat 
if you can't see all round your head, you cannot prop 
yourself against the shock. 

CorlcB was watching the ball where it lay in the dust, 
dose to his near fore-1%, with Uacnamara's shortened 
stick tap-tapping it from time to time. EJittiwynk was 
edging her way out of the scrimmage, whisking bei* 
stump of a taU with nervous excitement. 

" Hoi They 'vegotit," she snorted. " LetmeoutI" 

and she galloped like a rifle-bullet just behind a taU 

lanky pony of the ArchangelB, whose rider was swin^ 

ing up his stick for a stroke. 
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"Not to-Aaj, thank yoa," said Hu^as, as the blow 
did off his raiBed stick, and Eittiwynk laid h«r shoulder 
to the tall pony's quarters, and shored him aside just 
as Lutyens on Shiraz sent the ball where it had come 
from, and the tall pony went skating and slipping away 
. to the left. Eittiwynk, seeing that Polaris had joined 
Oorks in the chase for the ball up the ground, dropped 
into Polaris' place, and then "time" was called. 

The Skidars' ponies wasted no time in kicking or 
fuming. They knew that each minute's rest meant so 
much gain, and trotted off to the rails, and their aaiaea 
began to scrape and blanket and rub them at once. 

" Whew 1 ' ' said Corks, stiffening up to get all the tickle 
<rf the big vulcanite scraper. " If we were playing pony 
for pony, we would bend those Archangels double in half 
an hour. But they '11 bring up fresh ones and fresh cmea 
and fresh ones after that— you see." 

"Who carest" said Polaris. "We 've drawn first 
blood. Is my hock swelling? " 

"Iiooke puf^," said Corks. "Tou must have had 
rather a wipe. Don't let it stiflen. Tou '11 be wanted 
again in half an hour," 

" What 's the game like? " said The Maltese Cat. 

" 'Ground 's like your shoe, except where they put 
too much water on it," said Kittiwynk. " Then it 's 
slippery. Don't play in the centre. There 's a bog 
there. I don't know bow their next four are going to 
behave, but we kept the ball hanging, and made 'em 
lather for nothing. Who goes out ? Two Arabs and a 
couple <d country-breds I That 's bad. What a comfort 
it is to wash your mouth outi " 
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Kitty was talking with a neck ot a latlier<xivered 

BOdfr-water bottle between her teeth, and trying to locdc 
orer her withers at the same time. lliiB gave her a 
very coquettish air. 

" What 'a bad! " said Grey Dawn, giving to the girth 
and admiring his well-set shoulders. 

" You Arabs can't gaUc^ fast enou^ to keep youT' 
selves warm— that 's what Kitty means," said PolariB, 
limping to show that his bock needed attentum. "Are 
you playing back, Grey Dawnt " 

" 'Looks like it," aaid Qrey Dawn, as Lutyens swung 
himBdf up. Powell mounted The Babbit, a plain bay 
country-bred much like Corks, but with mulish ears. 
Macnamara took Faiz-TTUah, a handy, short-backed 
little red Arab with a long taQ, and Hughes mounted 
Benami, an old and sullen brown beast, who stood over 
in front more than a polo-pony should. 

" Benami looks like business," said Shirac. " How 's 
your temper, Bent " The cAA campaigner hobbled off 
without answering, and The Maltese Cat locked at the 
new Archangel ponies prancing about on the ground. 
They were four beautiful blacks, and they saddled big 
enough and etinog enough to eat the Skidars' team and 
gallop away with the meal inside them. 

"Blinkers agam," said The Halteee Cat. "Oood 
enough I " 

" They 're chargers— cavalry chargers! " said Kitti- 
wynk, indignantly. "They '11 never see thirteen-three 
again." 

" niey 've oil been fairly measured, and ibey 've all 

got their certificates," said The Ualteee Cat, " or they 
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would n't be here. Te must take things as they oodu 
along, and keep your eyes on the ball." 

The game begim, but this time the Skidan were 
penned to their own end of the ground, and the watch- 
ing ponies did not approve of that. 

" Faiz-UUah is abirVing — as usual," said Polaris, 
with a scornful grunt. 

"Faiz-Ullahiseatdngwhip," saidOnrks. Theycould 
hear the leather-thonged polo-quirt lacing the litUa 
fellow's well-rounded bamd. Then The Babbit's shrill 
neigh came across the ground, 

"I can't do all the work," he cried, 'desperately. 

"Hay the game— don't talk," The Ualtese Cat 
whickered ; and all the ponies wriggled with excit^nent, 
and the soldiers and tiie gnxnns gripped the railings 
and shouted. A Uack pony with bliokera had singed 
out old Benami, and was interfering with him in every 
possible way. They could see Benami abAUng his 
head up and down, and flapping his under Up. 
' "There '11 be a fall in a minute," said Polaris. 
" Benami is getting stuffy." 

The game flickered up and down between goal-post 
and goal-poet, and the black ponies were getting more 
confident as they felt they had the legs of the others. 
The ball was hit out of a little scrimmage, and Benami 
and The Babbit followed it, FaiE-lJltah only too ^iad to 
be quiet for an instant. 

The bllnk«:«d black pony came up like a hawk, with 
two of his own side behind him, and Benami's eye ot- 
tered as he raced. The question was which pony should 
make way for the other, for each rider was perfectly 
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wHllng to risk a fall in a good cause. Tha black, who 
had been diiven nearly crazy by his blinkers, trusted to 
his Treif^t and his temper; but Benami knew how to ap- 
ply his weight and how to keep hia temper. They met, 
and there was a cloud of dust. The black was lying 
on his side, all the breatii knocked out of his body. 
The Babbit was a hundred yards up the ground with the 
ball, and Benami was sitting down. He had slid nearly 
ten yards on his tail, but he had had his revenge, and 
sat cracking his nostrils till the black pony rose. 

"Ibat 's what you get for interfering. Do you 
want any more? " said Benami, and he plunged into the 
game. Nothing was done that quarter, because Faiz- 
Dllah would not gallop, though Macnamara beat him 
whenever he could spare a second. The fall <tf the black 
pony had impressed his ccHnpanions tremendously, and 
so the Archangels could not profit by Fais-Ullah's bad 
behaviour. 

But as The Maltese Cat said when "time "was called, 
and the four came back blowing and dripping, Faie-Ullah 
ought to have been kicked all round Umballa. If he 
did not behave better next time The Maltese Cat prom- 
ised to pull out his Arab tail by the roots and— eat it. 

There was no time to talk, for the third four wer* 
ordered out. 

The third quarter of a game is generally the hottest, 
for each side thinks that the others must be pumped; 
and most of the winning play in a game Is made about 
that time. 

Lutyens took over The Maltese Cat with a pat and a 

hug, for Lutyens valued him more tha:: anything else 

[280] 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE MALTESE CAT 

fat the world; Powdl had Shikast, a little grey rat -with 
no pedigree and no nuumera outside polo; llacnamara 
mounted Bamboo, the largest of the team; and Hughes 
Who 'a Who, alias The Animal. He was supposed to 
have Australian blood in his veins, but he looked like 
a clothes-horse, and you could whack his legs with an 
iron crow-bar without hurting him. 

They went out to meet the very flower of the Arch- 
angels* team; and when Who 's Who saw their ele- 
gantly booted legs and their beautiful satin skins, h» 
grinned a grin through his light, w^-wom bridle. 

" Hy wordi " said Who 's Who. " We must give 'em 
a litUe football, lliese gentlemen need a rubbing 

"No biting;'* said The Maltese Cat, wamingly; for 
once or twice in his career Who 's Who had been 
known to forget himself in that way. 

" Who said anything about bitingt I 'm not playing 
tiddly-winks. I 'm playing the game." 

The Archangels came down like a wolf on the fold, 
for they -were tired of football, and they wanted pola 
l^ey got it more and more. Just after the game began, 
Lutyras hit a ball that was comii^ towards him rap- 
idly, and it roUed in the air, as a ball sometimes will, 
with the whirl of a frightened partridge. Shikast 
heard, but could not see it for the minute, though he 
looked everywhere and up into the air as The Maltese 
Cat had taught him. When he saw it ahead and over- 
head he went forward with Powell as fast as be could 
put foot to ground. It was then that Powell, a quiet and 
level-headed man, as a rule, became inspired, and pU^red 
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a stroke that sonMtuoes comes oS BucoessfuUy after 
long [o^ctice. He took his stick in both hands, and, 
standing up in his stirrups, swiped at the ball in the air, 
Munipore fashion. There was one second of paralysed 
astonishment, and then all four sides of the ground went 
up in a yell of applause and delight as the ball flew true 
(you could see the amazed Archangels ducking in their 
saddles to dodge the line of flight, and looking at it 
with open mouths), and the regimental pipes of the 
Skidars squealed from the railings as long as the pipers 
had breath. 

Shikast heard the stroke; but he heard the head 
of the stick fly off at the same time. Nine hundred 
and ninety-nine ptmies out of a thousand would have 
gone tearing on after the ball with a useless player 
pulling at their heads; but Powell knew him, and be 
knew Powell; and the instant he felt Powell's right leg 
shift a trifle on the saddle-flap, he headed to the boun- 
dary, where a native ofScer was &anticaUy waving a 
new stick. Before the shouts had ended, Powell was 
armed again. 

Once b^ore in his life The Maltese Cat had heard 
that very same strobe played off bis own back, and 
had profited by the confusion it wrought. This time 
he acted on experience, and leaving Bamboo to guard 
the goal in case of accidents, came through the others 
like a flash, head and tail low— Lutyens standing up 
to ease him— swept on and on before the other side 
knew what was the matter, and nearly pitched on his 
head between the Archangels' goal-post as Lutyens 
kicked the ball in after a straight scurry of a hundred 
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and fltt7 ^ards. If there was ana thing more than 
another upon which The Maltese Cat prided himself, 
it was cm this quick, streaking kind of run half across 
the ground. He did not believe in taking balls round 
the field unless you were clearly orermatcbed. After 
this they gave the Archangels flve-minuted football; 
and an expensive Cast pony hates football because it 
rumples his temper. 

Who 's Who showed himself even better than Polaris 
in this game. He did not permit any wriggling away, 
but bored joyfully into the scrimmage as if he had his 
nose in a feed-box and was looking for something nice, 
little Shikast jumped on the ball the minute it got dear, 
and every time an Archangel pouy followed it, he found 
Sfukast standing over it, asking what was the matter. 

" If we caa live through this quarter," said The Mal- 
tese Cat, " I sba'n't care. Don't take it out of your- 
selves. Let them do the lathering." 

80 the ponies, as their riders explained afterwards, 
"shut-up." The Archangels kept them tied fast 
in front of their goal, but it cost the Archangels' 
ponies all that was left of their tempers; and ponies 
b^;an to kick, and men b^;an to repeat compliments, 
and they chopped at the legs of Who 's Who, and he 
set his teeth and stayed where he was, and the dust 
stood up like a tree over the scrimmage until that hot 
quarter ended. 

They found the ponies very excited and confident 
when tfiey went to their aaiaea; and The Maltese Oat 
had to warn them that the worst of the game was 
coming. 
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" Now we are all going in for the second time," aeii 
he, "and ffiey are trotting out fresh ponies. Tou 
think you can gallop, but you '11 find you can't; and 
then you '11 be sorry." 

" But two goals to nothing is a balt^slong lead, " said 
£ittiwynk, prancing. 

" How long does it take to get a goalt " The Mal- 
tese Cat answered. " For pity's sake, don't run away 
with a notion that the game is half-won just because 
we happen to be in luck now/ They '11 ride you into 
the grand stand, if they can; you must not give 'em a 
chance. Follow the ball." 

"Football, as usualf" said Polaris. *'Uy hock *8 
half aa big bb a nose-bag." 

" Don't let them have a took at the baU, if you can 
help i^. Now leave me alone. I must get all the rest 
I can before the last quarter." 

He hung down his head and let all his musdes go 
slack, Shikast, Bamboo, and Who 's Who copying his 
example. 

" Better not watch the game," he said. " We are n't 
idaying, and ve shall only take it out of ourselves if we 
grow anxious. Look at the ground and pretend it 'a 
fly-time." 

They did their best, but it was hard advice to follow. 
The hooves were drumming and ttie sticks were rattling 
all up and down the ground, and yells of applause from 
the English troops told that the Archangels were presS' 
ing the Skidara hard. The native soldiers behind the 
ponies groaned and grunted, and said Uungs in under- 
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tones, and presently they heard a long-drawn shout and 
a clatter of hurrahs I 

"One to the Archangela," said Shikast, without 
raising his head. " Time 'b nearly up. Oh, my aire— 
and dam!" 

*' Faiz-UUah," said The Maltese Cat, " if jaa don't 
play to the last nail in your shoes thia time, I '11 kick 
you on the ground before all the other poniee." 

"I '11 do my beet when my time comes," said the 
little Arab, sturdily. 

The aatsM looked at each other gravely as they rubbed 
their ponies' l^s. This was the time when 4ong purses 
began to tdl, and everybody knew it. Eittiwynk and 
the others came back, die sweat dripping over their 
hooves and their tails telling sad stories. 

"They 're better than we are," said Shiras, '''I 
knew how it would be." 

" Shut your big head," said The Ualtese Cat; " we Ve 
one goal to the good yet." 

" Tee; but it 's two Arabs and two country-breds to 
play now," said Corks. "Faiz-Ullah, remembert" 
He spoke ia a biting voice. 

As Lutyens mounted Grey Dawn he looked at his 
men, and they did not look pretty. They were caverei 
with dust and sweat in streaks. Their yellow boots 
were almost black, their wrists were red and lumpy, 
and their eyes seemed two inches deep in their heads; 
but the expression in the eyes was satisfactory. 

"Did you take anything at tifflnt" said Lutyens; and 

the team shook their heads. They were too dry to talk. 
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" All right. The ArcliangelB did. They are worse 
pumped tium we are," 

" They 've got the better poniee," said Powell. " I 
sha'n't be Borry when this businesB is over." 

^Diat fifth quarter waa a painful one in every way. 
Faiz-Ullafa played like a little red demon, and The Bab- 
bit seemed to be everywhere at once, and Benami rode 
straight at anything; and everything that came in his 
way; while ttie umpires on their ponies wheeled like 
gulls outside the shifting game. But the Archangels had 
the better mounts,— they had kept their racers till late 
in the game,— and never allowed the Skidars to play 
football. They bit the ball up and down the width 
of the ground till Benami and the rest were out- 
paced. Then they went forward, and time and again 
Lutyeus and Qrey Dawn were just, and only just, 
able to send the ball away with a long, spitting back- 
hander. Grey Dawn foi^t that he was an Arab; and 
turned from grey to blue as he galloped. Indeed, he 
forgot too well, for he did not keep his eyes on the 
ground as an Arab should, but stuck out his noee and 
scuttled for the dear honour of the game. They had 
watered the ground once or twice between the quarters, 
and a careless waterman had emptied the last of his 
skinful all in one place near the Skidars' goal. It 
was close to the end of the play, and for the tenth time 
Qrey Dawn was bolting after the ball, when his near 
hind-foot slipped on the greasy mud, and he rolled over 
and over, pitching Lutyens just clear of the goal-post; 
and the triumphant Archangels made their goal. Then 
"time" waa called— two goals all; but Lutyens had 
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to be helped up, and Ore;^ Dawn roee with his neai 
hlnd-Ieg strained somewhere. 

" What 's the danu^t " said Powell, hig arm around 
Lumens. 

" OoUar-boue, of course," said Lutyena, between hie 
teeth. It was the third time he had broken it in two 
years, and it hurt him. 

Powell and the others whistled, 

" Game 's up," said Hughes. 

" Hold on. Te 've five good minutes yet, and it Is n't 
my right band. We 'U stick it out." 

" I Bay," said the Captain of the Arcbangela, trotting 
up, " are you hurt, Lutyensf We '11 wait if you care 
to put in a substitute. I wish— I mean— the fact is, you 
feUowB deserve this game if any team does. 'Wish we 
could give you b man, or some of our ponies— or some- 
thing." 

" Tou 're awfully good, but we '11 play It to a finish, 
I think." 

The Captain of the Archangels stared for a httle. 
"That 'a not half bad," he said, and went back 
to his own side, while Lutyens borrowed a scarf 
from one of his native ofBcers and made a sling of it. 
Then an Archangel galloped up with a big bath-sponge, 
and advised Lutyens to put it under hia armpit to ease 
his shoulder, and between them they tied up his left aim 
scientifically; and one of the native otBceis leaped for- 
ward with four long glasses that flizsed and bubbled. 

The team looked at Lutyens piteously, and he nodded. 

It was the last quarter, and nothing would matter after 

that. They drank out the dark golden drink, and 
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wiped their moufltaches, and thingB looked mora hope- 
ful. 

The Maltese Cat had put his nose ioto the front of 
Ziutyens' shirt and was trying to say how sorry he was. 

"He knows," said Lutyens, proudly. "The beg- 
gar knows. I 've played him without a bridle be* 
fore now— for fun." 

" It 's no fun now," said Powell. " But we have n't 
a decent substitute." 

*'No," said Lutyens. "It 'b the last quarter, and 
we 've got to make our goal and win. I '11 trust Hie 
Cat." 

"If you fall this time, you '11 suffer a little," 8sl4 
Uacnamara. 

" I 'U trust The Cat," said Lutyess. 

"You hear thatt" said The Maltese Cat, proudly, 
to the others. " It 's worth while playing p<do for ten 
years to have that said of you. Now then, my sons, 
come along. We 'U kick up a Uttle hit, just to show 
the Archangels this teem have n't suffered." 

And, sure enough, as they went on to the ground. The 
Ualtese Cat, after eadafying himself that Lutyens was 
hcane in the saddle, kicked out three or four times, and 
Luty^iB laughed. The reins were caught up anyhow 
in the tips of his strapped left hand, and he never pre- 
tended to rely on them. He knew The Cat would an- 
swer to the least pressure of the leg, and by way of 
ehowlttg off— for his shoulder hurt him very much— he 
beat the little fellow in a close figure-of-eight in and out 
between the goal-poets. There was a roar from the 
native officers and men, who dearly loved a piece ot 
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dugabaihi (horse-trick work), aa they called it, and the 
pipea vetj quietly and scornfully droned out the first 
bars of a coDunon bazaar tune called " Freshly Freehand 
Newly New," just as a waming to the other regimeuts 
that the Skidars were fit. All the natives laughed. 

" And now," said The Maltese Cat, as they took their 
place, " remembw that this is the last quarter, and fol- 
low the ball I" 

" Don't need to be told," said Who 's Who. 

" Let me go on. All thoee people on all four sidea 
will begin to crowd in— juat as th^ did at Malta. You 'U 
hear people calling out, and moving forward and being 
pushed back ; and that is going to make the Archangel 
ponies very unhappy. But if a ball is struck to the 
boundary, you go after it, and let the people get out of 
your way. I went over the pole of a four-in-hand once, 
and picked a game out of the dust by it. Back me up 
when I run, and follow the baU." 

There was a sort of aa all-round sound of t^rmpathy and 
wonder as the last quarter (^)ened, and then there began 
exactly what The Maltese Cat bad foreseen. People 
crowded in cloee to the boundaries, and the Archangels' 
ponies kept looking sidewaya at the narrowing space. 
If you know how a man feds to be cramped at tennis— 
not because he wants to run out of the court, but because 
he likes to know that he can at a pinch— you will gueas 
how ponies must feel when th^ are playing in a box of 
hunun beings. 

" I '11 bend some of tboee men it I can get a way, " said 

Vho's Who, as be rocketed behind the ball ; and Bamboo 

nodded witiiout speaking. They were playing the last 
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ounce in them, and The Ualtese Cut had left the goal 
undefended to join them. Lutyens gave him every 
order that he could to bring him back, but this was the 
first time in his career that the little wise grey bad ever 
played polo on his own responsibility, and he was going 
to make the most of it. 

' ' What are you doing heret " said Hughes, as The Cat 
crossed in front of him and rode off an Archangel. 

" The Cat 's in charge— mind tiie goal!" shouted Ijut- 
f ens, and bowing forward hit the ball full, and followed 
on, forcing the Archangela towards their own goal. 

"No football," said The Maltese Cat. "Keep the 
ball by the boundaries and cramp 'em. Play open order, 
and drive 'em to the boundaries." 

Across and across the ground in big diagonals Sew the 
ball, and whenev^ it came to a flying rush and a stroke 
close to the boundariee Oie Archangel ponies moved 
stiffly. They did not care to go headlong at a wall of 
men and carriages, though if the ground had been oprai 
they could have turned on a sixpence. 

" Wriggle her up the sides," said The Cat, " Keep 
her close to the crowd. They hate the carriages. Shi- 
kast, keep her up this aide." 

Shikast and Powell lay left and rif^t behind the uneasy 
ecuffle of an open scrimmage, and every time the ball 
was hit away Shikast galloped on it at such an angle 
that Powell was forced to hit it towards the boundary; 
and when the crowd had been driven away from that 
aide, Lutyens would send the ball over to ttie other, and 
Shikast would slide desperately after it till his friends 
came down to help. It was bUliards, and no football, 
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tbis time— billiards in a c<niier pocket ; and tlw oues were 

not weU chalked. 

" If 0167 get us out in the middle of the ground they '11 
walk away from us. Diibble her along the sides, "cried 
The Maltese Cat. 

So Qiey dribbled all along the boundary , where a pony 
could not come on their right-hand side; and the Arch- 
ingelfl were furious, and the umpires had to neglect the 
game to shout at the people to get back, and aereral 
Uundering mounted policemen tried to restore mder, all 
close to the scrimmage, and the nerres of the Archangels' 
ponies stretched and broke like cob-webs. 

Five or six times an Archangel hit the boll up into the 
middle of the ground, and each time the watchful Bhi. 
kast gave Powell his chance to send it back, and after 
each return, when the dust had settled, men could see 
that the Skidars had gained a few yards. 

Every now and again there were shouts of "Side! Off 
sidel" from the q>ectator8; but the teams WN^ too busy 
to care, and the umpires had all they could do to keep 
their maddened ponies clear of the scufiBe. 

At last Lutyens missed a short easy stroke, and the 
Skidars bad to fly back helter-skelter to protect their 
own goal, Shikast leading. Powell stopped the ball with 
a backhander when it was not fifty yards from the goal- 
posts, and Shikast spun round with a wrench that nearly 
hoisted Powell out of his saddle. 

"Mow 'sour last chance," said The Cat, wheeling like 
a cockchafer on a pin. " We 've got to ride it out. 
Come along." 

Latyetu felt the littte chap take a deep brea^, and, as 
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it were, crouch under his rider. The ball was hop' 
ping towards the right-hand boundary, on Archangel 
riding for it with both spurs and a whip; but neither 
spur nor whip would make his pony stretch himself as 
he neared the crowd. The Ualteee Cat glided under his 
very nose, piching up his hind l^s sharp, for there was 
not a foot to spare between his quarters and the other 
pony's bit. It was as neat an exhibition as fancy figure 
skating, Lutyens hit with all the strength be had left, 
but the stick slippedalittle in his hand, and the ball flew 
oft to the left instead of keeping close to the boundary. 
Who 's Who was far across the ground, tH'"H"E hard as 
he galloped. He repeated stride for stride The Cat's 
man<BUTres with another Archangel pony, nipping the 
ball away from under his bridle, and clearing his oppo- 
nent by half a &actioa of an inch, for Who ^s Who was 
clumsy behind. Then he drove away towards the right 
as The l£alteee Cat came up from the left; and Bamboo 
held a middle course exactly between them. The three 
were making a sort of Oovemment-broad-arrow-shaped 
attack; and there was only the ArchangeU' bock to 
guard the goal; but immediately behind them were 
tikree Archangels racing all they knew, and mixed up 
with them was Powell sending ffliikast along on what 
he felt was their last hope. It takes a very good man 
to stand up to the rush of seven crazy ponies in the last 
quarters of a Cup game, when men are riding with th^ 
necks for sale, and the ponies are delirious. The Arch- 
angels' back missed his stroke and pulled aside just 
in time to let the rush go by. Bamboo and Who 's 
Who shortened stride to give The Oat room, and Lumens 
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got the goal with a cleaa, smooth, smacking stroke 
that was heard all OTsr the fiflld. Bat there was no 
stopping the ponies. They poured through the goal- 
posts in one mixed mob, winners and losers together, for 
the pace had been terrific. The Ualteee Cat knew hy 
experience what would happen, and, to save Latyens, 
turned to the right with one last eSort, that strained a 
back-sinew beyond hope of repair. As he did ao he 
heard the right-hand goal-post crack as a pony cannoned 
into it— crack, qtUntor and fall like a mast. It had 
been sawed three ports through in case of accidents, but 
it upset Qie pony nevertheless, and he blundered into 
another, who blundered into the left-hand poet, and then 
there was confusion and dust and wood. Bamboo was 
lying on the ground, seeing stats; an Archangd i>ony 
rolled beside him, breathlees and angry ; Bhikast had sat 
down dog-fashion to avoid falling over the others, and 
was sliding along on his little bobtail in a cloud of dust; 
and FoweU was sitting on the ground, hammering witb 
his stick and trying to dieer. All the oOiers were shout- 
ing at the top of what was left of their voices, and tiie 
men who had been spilt were shouting too. As soon 
as the people saw no one was hurt, ten thousand native 
and English shouted and clapped and yeDed, and before 
any one could stop tbem the pipets of Uie Skidars broke 
on to the ground, with all tiie native cheers and men 
behind them, and marched up and down, playing a wild 
Northern tune called " Zakbme Bag&n," and throu^ 
the insolent blaring of the pipes and the high-pitched 
native yells you could hear the Archangels' baud ham- 
mering, "For they are all joUy good fellows," and then 
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reproachfully to the loBing team, " Ooh, Kafoonhiml 
KafoocalumI KafooEaluml " 

Beeidea all these things and many more, there was a 
Commander-in-chief, and an Inspector-Oeneral of Car- 
airy, and the principal veterinary officer <A all India 
standing on tlie top of a regimental coach, ydling like 
Bchool-b<7s; and brigadiers and colonels and commis- 
sioners, and hundreds of pretty ladies joined the chorus 
But The Maltese Cat stood with his head down, wonder- 
ing how many legs were left to him; and Lumens 
watched the men and ponies pick tiiemselvee out of the 
wreck of the two goal-poets, and he patted The Maltese 
Cat vwy tenderly. 

" I say," said the Captain of the Archangels, spitting 
a pebble out of his mouth, ' ' will you take three thousand 
for that pony— as he standsf " 

" No thank you. I 've an idea he 's saved my life," 
said Lumens, getting off and lying down at full length. 
Both teams were on tlie ground too, waving their boots 
in the air, and coughing and drawing deep breaths, as 
the saisea ran up to take away the ponies, and an officious 
water-carrier sprinkled the players with dirty water till 
they sat up, 

"Uyauntl" saidPowell, rubbing his back, and look 
ing at Qie stumps of the goal-poets, "That was (> 
gnmel" 

They played It over again, every stroke of it, that 
night at the big dinner, when the Free-for-All Cup was 
ffiled and passed down Uie table, and emptied and filled 
again, and everybody made most eloquent speeches^ 
About two in the morning, when tha« might have hen 
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Gome sLof^ng, a wise litde, plain little, grey little head 
looked in through the open door. 

''Hurrahl Bring hun in," said the Archangels; and 
his taia, who was veiy happy indeed, patted The Maltese 
Cat on the flank, and he limped in to Uie blaze of light 
and the glittering uniforms, looking for Lutyens. He 
was used to messes, and men's bedrooms, and {daces 
where ponies are not usually encouraged, and in his 
youth had jumped on and off a mess-table for a bet. 
So he behaved himself -recy politely, and ate bread 
dipped in salt, and was petted aJI round the table, mov- 
ing gingerly ; and they drank his health, because he had 
done more to win the Cup than any man or horse on the 
ground. 

That was ^oiy and honour enough for tiie rest ot his 
days, and The Maltese Cat did not complain much when 
the veterinary surgeon said that he would be no good 
tar polo any more. "When Lutyens married, his wife 
did not allow him to play, so he was forced to be an 
umpire; and his pony on these occasions was a flea-bit- 
ten grsy with a neat polo-tafl, lame all round, but des- 
perately quick on his feet, and, as everybody knew, Past 
Pluperfect Frestissiino Player of the Gams. 
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"BREAD UPON THE WATERS" 

IF you remember my improper friend Krugglesmltfa, 
you will also bear in mind his friend UcFhee, Cihief 
Engineer of tiie BreiHau, whose dingey Bniggleemith 
tried to steal. His apdogies for the performances of 
Bnigglesmith may one day be told in their proper place: 
the tale befwe us concerns McFhee. He was never a 
racing engineer, and took special pride in saying as 
much before the liverpool men; but he had a thirty-two 
years' tnowledgeof machinery and the humours of ships. 
One side of his face had been wrecked through the burst- 
ing (rf a pressure-gat^ in tiie days when men knew less 
than they do now, and bis nose rose grandly out of the 
wreck, like a club in a puUio riot. There were cuts and 
lumps on his head, and he would guide your forefinger 
through his short iron-grey hair and tell you how he 
had come by his bade-marks. He owned all sorts of 
certificates of extra-ccnnpetency, and at t^e bottom of 
his cabin chest of drawers, where he kept the photo- 
graph of his wife, were two or three Boyal Humane So- 
cie^ medals for saving lives at sea. FrofessionaUy— it 
was different when craey steerage-passengers Jumped 
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overboard— profeBslonally, McPhee does not approve of 
saving life atsea, andlie has often told me that a new Hdl 
awaits stokers and trinuneis who sign for a strong man'a 
pay and fall dck the second day out. He believee in 
throwing boots at fourth and fifth engineers when they 
wake him up at night with word that a bearing is red- 
hot, all because a lamp's glare is reflected red from the 
twirling metal. He believes that there are only two 
poets in the woiid; one being Bobert Bums, of course, 
and the other Qerald Massey. When he has time for 
novelshe readsWilkie Collins and Charles Beade— chiefly 
the latter— and knows whole pages of " Very Hard 
Cash " by heart. In the saloon his table is next to the 
captain's, and he drinks only water while his enginee 
woik. 

He was good to me when we flrst met, because I did not 
ask questions, and be^eved in Charles Beade as a moat 
shamefully neglected author. Later he approved of mj 
writings to the extent of one pamphlet of twenty'tour 
pages that I wrote tor Holdock, Steiner A Chase, own- 
ers of the line, when they bou^t some ventilating 
patent and fltted it to the cabins of the Breitau, Span- 
doM, and Kottzau. The purser of the Brealau recom- 
mended me to Hcddock's secretary for the job; and 
Holdock, who is a Vesleyan Uethodist, invited me to 
his house, and gave me dinner with the governess when 
the others had flnished, and placed the plans and qtecifl- 
cations in my hand, and I wrote the pamphlet that some 
afternoon. It was called " Comfort in the Cabin," and 
brou^t me sevra pound ten, cash down— an impwtant 
sum of money in those days; and the govarneas, who 
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was teaching Uaster John Holdock his scales, told me 
that Mrs. Holdock had told her to keep an eye on me, 
in case I went away with coats from the hat-rack. 
McPhee liked that pamphlet enormously, for it was 
composed in the BouTerie-Bysantine style, with baroque 
and rococo embellishments; and afterwards he intro- 
duced me to Hrs. McPhee, who succeeded Dinah in my 
heart; for Dinah was half a world away, and it is whole- 
some and antiseptic to love such a woman as Janet 
IfcPhee. They lived in a little twelve-pound house, close 
to the shipping. When McPhee w&a away Mrs. McPhee 
read the Lloyds column in the papers, and called on the 
wives of senior engineers of equal social standing. Once 
or twice, too, Mrs, ^Idock visited Mrs. McPhee in a 
brougham with celluloid fittings, and I have reason to 
believe that, after she had played owner's wife long 
enough, they talked scandal. TheHoldockslivedinan*^ 
old-fashioned house with a big brick garden not a mile 
from the McPheee, for they stayed by their money as 
their money stayed by them; and in summer you met 
their brougham solemnly junketing by Th^don Bois or 
XiOughton. But I was Mrs. HcPhee's friend, for she 
allowed me to convoy her westward, sometimes, to thea- 
tres where she sobbed or laughed or shivered with a 
simple heart; and she introduced me to a new world of 
doctors' wives, captains' wives, and engineers' wives, 
whose whole talk and thought centred in and about ships 
and lines of ships you have never heard of. There were 
sailing-ships, -mtb stewards and mahogany and maple 
saloons, trading to Austoalia, taking cargoes of con- 
■lunptiveB and hopeleaa drunkards for whom a searvoy- 
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age waa recommended; Qiere were frowzy little West 
African boats, full dl rats and cockroaches, where men 
died anywhere but in their bunks; there were Brasiliaii 
boats whose cabins could be hired for merchandise, that 
went out loaded nearly awash ; there were Zanzibar and 
Mauritius steamers and wonderful reconstructed boats 
that plied to the other side of Borneo. These were loved 
and known, for Qiey earned our bread and a little but- 
ter, and we despised the big Atlantic boats, and made 
fun of the P. A 0. and Orient linen, and swore by our 
respectiTe owners— Wesleyan, Baptist, or Presbyterian, 
as the case might be. 

I had only just come back to Bingland when Mrs. 
McPhee invited me to dinner at three o'clock in the 
afternoon, and tlie uotepaper waa almost bridal in its 
scented creaminess. When I reached the house I saw 
ibat there were new curtains in the window that must 
have cost forty-five shillingB a pair ; and aa Mrs. McFfaee 
drew me into the little marble-papered haU, ahe looked 
at me keenly, and cried: 

" Have ye not heard? What d' ye tliink o' the hat- 
rackt" 

Now, that hat-rack was oak— thirty shillings, at least. 
HcPhee came down-staira with a sober foot— he steps as 
li^tly as a cat, f(» all his wei^t, when be is at sea— and 
shook hands in a new and awful manner— a parody of 
old Holdock's style whoi he says good-bye to his skip- 
pers. I perceived at once that a legacy had come to 
him, but I held my peace, though Mrs. UcPhee begged 
me every thirty seconds to eat a great deal and say noth- 
ing. It waa rather a mad sort of meal, because HcPbes 
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Rnd his -wife took hold of hands like little children 
(they always do after voy ages), and nodded and winked 
and choked and gur^ed, and hardly ate a mouthful. 

A. female servant came in and waited; though Urs. 
IfcPhee had told me time and again that she would 
thank no one to do her housework while she bad her 
healUi. But this was a servant with a cap, and I saw 
Urs. McFh«e swell and swell under her sarance-coloured 
gown, lliere is no small free-board to Janet UcPhee, nor 
is garanc0 any subdued tint; and with all this unex- 
plained pride and glory in tiie air I felt like watching 
fireworks without knowing the festival. When the maid 
had removed the cloth she brought a pineapple that 
would have cost half a guinea at that season (only 
SIcPhee has his own way of getting such things), and a 
Canton china bowl of dried Uchis, and a glass plate of 
preserved ginger, and a small jar of sacred and Imperial 
chow-chow that perfumed the room. McPhee gets it 
from a Dutchman in Java, and I think he doctors it with 
Uqueura. But the crown of the feast was some Uadeira 
of the kiii.d you can only come by if you know the wine 
and the man. A little maize-wrapped fig of clotted 
Hadeira cigars went with the wine, and the rest was a 
pale blue smoky silence; Janet, in her splendour, ""'l'"g 
on us two, and patting UcFhee's hand. 

" We '11 drink," said McPbee, slowly, rubbing his 
chin, " to the eternal danmation o' Holdock, Steiner ft 
Ohaae." 

Of course I answered " Amen," though I had made 
seven pound ten shillings out of the flnn, McPhee'i 
B were mine, and I was drinking his Madeira. 
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"Ye 've heard notiiingf " said Janet. "Notavdrd, 
not a Trhispert " 

"NotawoTd.norawhispeF, Onmyvordilbavenot." 

" Tell him, Uac," eaid ahe; and Hiat ia another proof 
of Janet'd goodness and wifely lore. A emaller woman 
would bare babbled first, but Janet is five feet nine in 
her stockings. 

" Ve 're rich, " said HcPhee. I shook hands all round. 

" We 're damned rich," he added. I shook hands all 
round a second time. 

*' I '11 go to sea no more— unless— there 's no sajin* 
— aprivatle yacht, maybe— wi' a small an' handy auxil- 
iary," , 

" It 's not enougji for that," said Janet. " We 're fail 
rich— well-to-do, but no more. A new gown for church, 
and one for the theatre. We *U have it made west. " 

" How much is it) " I asked. 

"Twen^-flve thousand pounds." I drew a long 
breath. ." An' I 'vebeeneamin' twenty-five an' twenty 
pound a> monthl " The last words came away with a 
roar, as-thou^ the wide world was conspiring to beat 
him down. 

"All -this time I 'm waiting," I said. "I know 
nothing' since last September. Was it left you! " . 

They laughed aloud together. "It was left," said 
UcPhee, choking, *' Ou, ay, it was left. That 's vara 
good. Of course it was left. Janet, d' ye note thatt 
It was left. Now if you 'd put that in your pamphlet 
it would have been vara jocose. It vxis left." He 
slapped bis thigh and roared till the wine quivered in 
the decanter. 
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The Scotcli are a great people, but the^ are apt to 
hang over a joke too long, particularly vhen no one can 
see the point but themselves, 

" When I rewrite my pamphlet I '11 put It In, HcPhee. 
Only I must know something more first." 

IfcPbee thought for the length of half a cigar, while 
Janet caught my eye and led it round the room to one 
new thing after another— the new vine-pattern carpet, 
the new chiming rustic dock between the models of the 
Colombo outrigger-boate, the new inlaid sideboard with 
a purple cut-glass flower-stand, the fender of gilt and 
brass, and last, the new black-and-gold piano. 

' ' In October o' last year the Board sEicked me, " began 
StePhee. " In October o' last year the Bredau came in 
for winter overhaul. She 'd been runnin' eight months 
—two bunder an' forty days— an' I was three days 
makin' up my indents, when Bhe went to dry-dock. 
All told, mark you, it was this side o' three bunder 
pound— to be preceese, two bunder an' eighty-six pound 
four stullii^. There 's not another man could ha' 
nursed the Bresbiu for eight months to that tune. 
Neveragain— never again I They may send their boats 
to the bottom, for aught I care." 

" There 's no need," said Janet, softiy. " We 're done 
wi' Holdock, Steiner ft Chase." 

" It 'e irritatin', Janet, it *e just irritatin'. I ha* 
been justified from fimt to last, as the world knows, but 
—but I canna forgie 'em. Ay, wisdom is Justified o' 
her children ; an' any other man than me wad ha' made 
the indent eight bunder. Hay was our skipper— ye 'U 
have met him. lliey shifted him to the Totyau, an' bode 
[806] 



:dbvGoogIe 



-BREAD UPON THE WATERS" 

me wait for th« Bre^u under young Bannister. Ye '11 
obsairre there 'd been a new election on the Board. I 
heard the shares were sellin' hither an' jon, an' the 
major part of the Board was new to me. The old Board 
would ne'er ha' done it. They trusted me. But the 
new Board were all for reorganisation. Young Steiner— 
Steiner's son— the Jew, waa at the bottom of it, an' they 
did not think it worth their while to send me word. 
The first / knew— an' I was Chief Bogineer— was the 
notice of the line's winter sailin's, and the Bredau 
timed for sixteen days between port an' port! Kxteni 
days, man I She 's a good boat, but eighteen is her sum- 
mer time, mark you. Sixteen was sheer flytin', kitin* 
nonsense, an' so I told young Bannistw. 

" ' We 've got to make it,' he said. 'Ye should not 
ha' sent in a three bunder pound indmt.' 

" ' Do tb^ look for their boats to be run on turt ' I 
said. ' The Board 's daft.* 

■' ' E'en tell 'em so,' he says. ' I 'm a married man, 
an' my fourth 's on the ways now, she says.' " 

" A boy— wi' red hair," Janet put in. Her own hair 
is the splendid red-gold that goes with a creamy com- 
plexion. 

" lly word, I was an angry man that dayl Fort>ye I 
was fond o' the old BreaJau, I looked for a httle consid- 
eration from the Board after twenty years' serrioe. 
There was Board-meetin' on Wednesday, an' I sl^k 
OTemight in the engine-room, takin' figures to support 
my case. Well, I put it fair and square before them alL 
' Gentlemen,' I said, ' I 've run the Breelav, eight sea- 
sous, an' I believe there 'a no fault to find wi' my wark. 
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But if ye baud to this ' — I waggled the advertisement at 
'em—' this that J 've never heard of it till I read it at 
breakfast, I do assure you oo my inrof essiooal reputation, 
she can never do it. lliat is to say, she can for a while, 
but at a risk no thinkin' man would run.' 

" ' What the deil d' ye suppoee we pass your indents 
fort ' says old Holdock, ' Uan, we 're spendin' money 
like watter.' 

" ' I '11 leave it in the Board's hands,' I said, ' if two 
bunder an' eighty-seven pound is anything beyond ri^t 
and reason for eight months. ' I might ha' saved my 
breath, for the Bofu^ was new since the last election, 
an' there they sat, the damned deevidend-huntin' ship- 
chandlers, deaf as the addera o' Scripture. 

'"We must keep faith wi' tb& public,' said young 
Steiner. 

" ' Keep faith wi' the Aresbiu, then,' I said. ' She 's 
served you well, an' your father before you. She '11 
need her bottom reetifleoin', an' new bed-plates, an' 
tumin' out the forward boilers, an' retumin' all three 
cylinders, an' refacin' all guides, to b^in with. It 's a 
three months' job.' 

" ' Because one employ^isafraidt' says young Steiner. 
' Uaybe a piano in the Chief Ei^neer's cabin would be 
more to the point.' 

" I crushed my cap in my hands, an' thanked God 
we 'd no bairns an' a bit put by. 

" ' Understand, gentlemen,' I said. ' If the BreaJau 
is made a sixteen-day boat, ye '11 find another engineer.' 

" * Bannister makes no objection,' said Holdock. 

** ' I 'm speakin' for myself,' I said. ' Bannister has 
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bairns.' An' then I lost my temper. ' Ye can run hei 
into Hdl an' out again if ye pay pilotage,' I said, ' but 
ye run without me.' 

" ' That 'b insolence,' said young Stdno*. 

" ' At your pleasure,' I said, tumin* to go. 

" ' Ye can consider yourself dismissed. We must 
preserve discipline among our employ^,' said old Hoi- 
dock, an' he looked round to see that the Board was 
with him. They knew nothin'— Ood foigie 'an— an' 
they nodded me out o' the line after twenty years- 
after twenty years. 

" I went out an' sat down by &e hall porter to get my 
wits again. I 'm thinkin' I swore at the Board. Tbea 
auld McRimmon—o' HcNaughten it McBimmon— came 
oot o' his office, that 's on the same floor, an' looked at 
me, proppin' up one eyelid wi' his forefinger. Ye know 
they call him the Kind DeevU, forbye he 'b cmyttiin' but 
blind, an' no deeril in his dealin's wi' me— UcBimmon 
o' the Black Bird Line. 

" ' What 's here. Mister McPheet' said he. 

" I was past prayin' for by then. ' A Chief Engineer 
sacked after twenty years' service because he 'U not 
risk the Bretlau on the new timin', an' be damned to 
ye, ICcRimmon,' I said. 

" The auld man sucked in his lips an' whistled. ' Ah,' 
said he, 'the new timin'. I seel' He doddered into 
the Board-room I 'd just left, an' the Dandie-dog that 
Is just bis blind man's leader stayed wi' me. That 
was providential. In a minute he was back again. 
* Ye 've cast your bread on the watter, UcPhee, an' be 
danmed to you,' be says. 'Whaur 's my dogi Uy 
word, is be on your knee! There 'a more discenuuent 
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to a dog than a Jew. What gaired ye curse your Board, 
UcPheet It 's ezpensiTe.' 

" ' Th^ 'U pay more for the Brakm,* I said. ' Qet 
off my knee, ye smotherin' beast.' 

" ' Bearin's hot, eh? * said KcBimmon. ' It 's thir^ 
year Edoce a man daur curse me to my face. Time waa 
I 'd ha' cast ye dooo the stairway for that.' 

" ' Forgie 's alll ' I said. He was weatiu' to eighty, 
as I knew. 'I was wrong, IfcBimmon; but when a 
man 's shown the door for doin' his plain duty he 's not 
always ceeviL' 

" ' So I hear,* says McSiftunon. * Ha' ye <my objec- 
tion to a tramp freighter? It 's only fifteen a month, 
but they say the Blind Deevil feeds a man better than 
others. She 's my Kite. Come ben. Ye can thank 
Dandie, here. I 'm no used to thanks. An' noo,' says 
he, ' what possessed ye to throw up your berth wi' H(d- 
dockl' 

'''The new timin',' said L 'The Brtalau wHl not 
stand It.' 

" ' Hoot, oot,* said be. ' Ye might ha' cranmied her a 
little— enough to fdiow ye were drivln' her— an* brought 
her in twa days behind. What 's easier than to say ye 
slowed for bearin's, eht All my men do it, and— I 
believe 'em,' 

" ' UcBimmon,' says I, ' what 'a her virginity to a 
lassiet' 

" He puckered his dry face an' twisted in his chair. 
* The warid an' a',' says he. ' My Qod, tiie vara warld 
an' a' 1 But what ha' you or me to do wi' virginity, 
this late alongf 

"'This,' I said. 'There 'a just one thing that each 
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one cd us in his trade or profession will not do for on; 
coDBideration wh&tever. If I run to time I run to time, 
barrin' always the riskB o' the high seas. Lees than 
that, under Qod, I have not done. Uore than that 
by Qod, I wiU not dol There 'b no trick o' the trade 
I 'm not acquaint wi'— ' 

*" So I 've heard,' says UcBimmon, dry as a bis- 
cuit. 

"' But yon matter o' fair runnin' 's Juat my Shekinah, 
ye 'U underatand. I dauma tamper wi' that. Nursing 
weak engines is fair craftsmanship; but what the Board 
ask is cheatin', wi' the risko' manslaughter addeetional.* 
Ye '11 note I know my business. 

" There was some more talk, an' next week I went 
aboard the Kite, twenty-five hunder ton, simple com- 
pound, a Black Bird tramp. The deeper she rode, t^e 
better she 'd steam. I 've snapped as much as eleven 
out of her, but ei^t point three was her fair normal. 
Good food forward an' better aft, all Indents passed 
wi'out marginal remarks, the best coal, new don- 
keys, and good crews. There was nothin' the old man 
would not do, except paint. That was his deeficul^. 
Te could no more draw paint than his last teeth from 
him. He 'd come down to dock, an' his boats a scandal 
all along the watter, an' he 'd whine an' cry an' say they 
looked all he could desire. Svery owner has his turn 
plug ultra, I 've obsairved. Faint was IfcRimmon's. 
But you could get round his engines wiUiout riskin' your 
life, an', for all his blindness, I've seen him reject five 
flawed intermediates, one after the other, on a nod from 
me; an' his cattle-fittin's were guaranteed fw Nortb 
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Atlantic trinter weather. Te kea what that meauBt 
UGRiminon an' the Black Bird Line, Ood bless him I 

" Oh, I forgot to ea7 she would lie down an' fill her 
forward deck green, an' snore away into a twenty-knot 
gale forty-five to the minute, three an' a half knots an 
hour, the enginee rumun' sweet an' true as a bairn 
breaUiin' in its sleep. Bell waa sMpper; an' forbye 
there 's no love loet between crews an* owners, we were 
fond o' the auld Blind Deevil an' hia dog, an' I 'm 
thinkin' be liked us. He was wortti the windy side o' 
twa million sterlin', an' no friend to his own blood-kin. 
Honey 's an awfu' thing— overmuch— for a lonely 

"I'd taken her out twice, there an' back again, when 
word came o' the Breatau^B breakdown, juat as I pro- 
p^iesied. Calder was her engineer— he 's not fit to run 
a ti% down the Solent— and he fairly lifted the engines 
off the bed-plates, an' they fell down in heaps, by what I 
beard. So she filled from the after stu£Qn'-box to the 
after bulkhead, an' lay etar-gazing, with sevens-nine 
equealin' passengers in ttie saloon, till the Camaralza- 
man o' Bamsey ft Oold's Cartagena line gave her a 
tow to the tune o' five thousand seven bunder an' forty 
pound, wi' costs in the Admiralty Court. She waa help- 
less, ye 'U understand, an' in no case to meet ony 
weather. Five thousand seven bunder an' forty pounds, 
with costs, an* exclusive o' new engines 1 They 'd ha' 
done better to ha' kept me— on the old timin'. 

" But, even so, the new Board were all for retrench* 

ment. Young Steiner, the Jew, was at the bottom of it. 

They sacked men ri^t an' left, that would not eat the 
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dirt the Board gave 'em. They cut down rejiaiis; they 
fed crews wi' leavin'a an' ecrspin's; and, revOTBiii' 
tfcBlmmon'a practice, they bid their defeeciencieB wi' 
paint an' cheap gUdin'. Quern Deua vuUperrdenprriu* 
dementat, ye remember. 

" In January we went to dry-dock, an' in the next 
dock lay the Grotkau, their big freighter that was the 
DotabeUa o' Piegan, Piegan & Waish's line in '64— a 
Oyde-built iron boat, a flat-bottomed, pigeon-breasted, 
under-engined, buU-noaed bitch of a five thousand ton 
freighter, that would neither steer, nor eteam, nor kocp 
when ye asked her. Whflee she 'd attend to her 
helm, whiles she 'd take charge, whilee she 'd wait to 
scratch heredf , an' whiles she 'd buttock into a dock- 
head. But Holdock and Steiner had bought her cheap, 
and painted her all over like the Hoor o' Babylon, an' 
we called her the Hoor for short. ' ' (By the way, UcPbee 
kept to that name throughout the rest of his tale; so 
you must read accordingly.) " I went to see young 
Bannister— he had to take what the Board gave him, an' 
he an' Calder were shifted together from the Brttiau to 
fiuB abortion— an' talkin' to him I went into the dock 
under her. Her plates were pitted till the men that 
were paint, paint, paintin' her laughed at it. But the 
waret was at the last. She 'd a great clumsy iron twelve- 
foot Thresher propeller— Aitcheson designed the Kites' 
—and just on the tail o' the shaft, behind the boss, wae 
a red weepin' crack ye could ha' put a penknife to. 
Han, it was an awfu' crackl 

" ' When d' ye ship a new tail-shaftl ' I said to Ban- 
nister. 
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" He knew what I meant. ' Oh, yon '» a Buperfeedal 
flav,' Bays he, not looUn* at me. 

" ' Superteecial Oehennal ' I said. ' Te '11 not take 
hoc oot wi' a acdution o' continui^ that like.' 

" ' They 'U putty it up thia evflning,' he said. ' I 'm 
a married man, an'— ye used to know the Board.' 

" I e'en said what was gied me in that hour. Ye 
know how a dry-dock echoes. I saw young Steiner 
standin' liotmun' above me, an', man, be used language 
provocatlvfl of a breach o' the peace. I was a spy and 
a disgraced empioyi, an' a corrupter o' young Bannis- 
ter's morals, an* he 'd prosecute me for libeL He went 
away when I ran up the steps— I 'd ha' thrown him into 
the dock if I 'd caught him— an' there I met McBimmon, 
wi' Dandle pullin' on the chain, guidin' the auld »"»" 
among the railway lines, 

" ' UcPhee,' said he, ' ye 're no paid to fight Holdock. 
Steiner, Chase A Company, Limited, when ye meet. 
What 'b wrong between you? ' 

" ' Ho more than a taU-shaft rotten as a kail-stump. 
For ony sakee go an' look, HcRimnon. It 's a come- 
dietta.' 

" ' I 'm feared o* yon conversational Hebrew, ' said he. 
' Whaur 's the flaw, an' what liket ' 

" ' A seven-inch crack just behind the boss, lliere 's 
no power on earth will fend it just jarrin' off.* 

" ' When! ' 

" ' That 's bey<Hi' my knowledge,' I said. 

"' So it is; so it is,' said UcRimmon. * We 've all 
oor leemitationa. Te 're certain it was a crack! ' 

" ' Han, it 's a crevasse,' I said, for there were no 
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Tords to describe the magnitude of it. ' An' young 
Bannister 'a eayin' it 's do more titan a auperfeedal 
flawl* 

" ' Weell, I tak' it oor business is to mind oor busi- 
neea. If ye Ve ony friends aboard her, UcFbee, why 
not bid tliein to a bit dinner at Badley'st * 

'"I was thinktu' o' tea in the cuddy,' I said. 'Engi- 
neers o' tramp freighters cannot afford hotel prices.' 

" * Nal nal ' says the auld man, whimperin'. ' Not 
the cuddy. They 'U laugh at my Kite, for she 's no 
plastered with paint like the Hoor. Bid them to Bad- 
ley's, McPhee, an' send me the bill. Thank Dandle, 
here, man. I 'm no used to thanks.' Then he turned 
him round. (I was Just thinkin' the vara same thing.( 
' Mister UcPbee,' aaid he, ' this ia not senile dementia.' 

" ' Preserve 'si ' I said, clean jumped oot o' mysel'. 
' I vtaa but thinkin' you 're fey, McBimmon.' 

" Dod, the auld deevil laughed till he nigh sat down on 
Dandie. ' Send me the bill,* says he. ' I 'm long past 
champagne, but tell me how it tastes the mom.' 

" Bell and I bid youxig Bannister and Calder to dinner 
at Badley'e. They '11 have no laughin' an' singin' tiiere, 
but we took a private room— like yacht-owneni fra' 
Cowes." 

UcPhee grinned all over, and lay back to think. 

" And then!" eoidl, 

' ' We were no drunk in ony preceese sense o' the word, 
but Badley 'a showed me the dead men. There were six 
magnums o' dry champagne an' maybe a bottle o* 
whisky." 

" 1)0 you mean to tell me that you four got away 
[S14] 



:dbvGoogIe 



-BREAD UPON THE WATERS" 

with a magnum aod a half a piece, besides whisky! '* I 
drananded. 

UcFhee looked down upon me from between his 
shoulders with toleration. 

" Uah, we were not aettin' down to drink," he said. 
' ' They no more than made us wutty. To be sure, yomig 
Bannister laid his head on the table an' greeted like a 
bairn, an' Calder was all for callin' on Steiner at two in 
the mom an' painting him gaUey-green ; but they 'd been 
drinkin' the afternoon. Lord, bow they twa cursed 
the Board, an' ttie Qrothau, an' the tail-shaft, an' the 
engines, an' a' I They didna talk o' superfeedal daws 
that n%ht. I mind young Bannister an' Calder shakin' 
hands on a bond to be revenged on the Board at ony 
reasonable cost this side o' losing their certificates. 
Now mark ye how false economy ruins business. The 
Board fed them like swine (I have good reason to know 
it), an' I 've obsairred wi' my ain people that if ye touch 
his stomach ye wauken the deil in a Scot. Uen will tak' 
a dredger across the Atlantic if they 're well fed, an' 
fetch her somewhere on the broadside o' the Americas; 
but bad food 's bad service the warld over, 

" The bill went to UcRimmon, an' he said no more to 
me till the week-end, when I was at him for more paint, 
for we 'd heard the Kite was chartered Liverpool-aide. 

'"Bide whaur ye 're put,' said the Blind Deevil. 
' Uan, do ye wash In champagnet The Kite 's no leavjn' 
here till I gie the order, an'— bow am I to waste paint 
on her, wi' the Lammergeyer docked for who knows how 
long an' a'l' 

" She was our big froghter— Uclntyre was Migineei 
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—im' I knew she 'd come from overhaul not three 
monthB. That mom I met McSimmon's head-clerk— 
70 'U not know him— fair bitin* his naUs off wi' morti- 
ficatioo. 

" ' The auld man 's gone gyte,' sajB he. ' He 'b with- 
drawn the Lammergeyer.' 

" * Uaybe he has reasons,' says L 

" ' BeasonsI He 'a dafti * 

" ' He 'U no be daft till he begins to paint,' I said. 

" ' That '8 Just what he 's done— and South American 
freights higher than we '11 live to see them again. He '■ 
laid her up to paint her— to paint her— to paint herl ' 
says tiie little clerk, dandn' like a hen on a hot plate. 
' Five thousand ton o' potential freight rottin* in dry- 
dock, man; an'hedtdin' thepaintoutinquarter-pound- 
tins, for it cute him to the heart, mad though he is. An' 
the &rotl»tt— the Orothau of all conceivable bottoms- 
soaking up every pound that should be ours at Liver- 
pool!' 

** I was staggered wi' this fdly— considerin* the din 
aer at Badley's in connection wi' the same. 

" ' Ye may well stare, McPbee,' says the head-^leik. 
* There 's engines, an' rollin' stock, an' iron bridges— 
d' ye know what freights are nool— an' pianos, an' mil- 
linsry, an' fancy Bradl cargo o' every species pourin' 
into the 4?ro(feiu— the {Trotfaiu o' the Jerusalem firm 
—and the Lammergeyer 'a bein* painted I ' 

" Loeh, I thought he 'd drop dead wi' the flta, 

" I could say no more than ' Obey orders, if ye break 

owners,' but on the Kite we bdieved UcRimmon was 

mad ; ao* Ifclntyre of the Lamtnergeyer was for locUu' 
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him up by some patent legal proceBS he 'd found in a 
book o' maritime law. An' a' that week South Ametv 
ican freights roee an' rose. Tt was sinfu' I 

" Syne Bell got orders to tak' the Kite round to liver- 
pool in water-ballast, and UcBimmon came to bid >s 
good-bye, yammerin' an' whinin' o'er the acres o' paint 
he 'd lavished on the Lammergejfer. 

*' ' I look to you to retrieve it,' says he. ' I look to 
you to reimburse mel 'Fore Qod, why are ye not cast 
otti Are ye dawdlin' in dock for a purpoeel ' 

" ' What odds, McRimmon! ' says Bell. ' We '11 be a 
day behuad (he fair at LiverpooL The Oro&au 's got 
aU the freight that might ha' beat ours an' the Lam- 
mergeyer'B.^ UcRimmoa laughed an' chuckled— the 
pairf ect eemage o' senile dementia. Te ken hia eyebrows 
wark up an' down like a gorilla's. 

" ' Te 're under sealed orders,' said he, tee-heein' an' 
ecratchin' himself, ' Yon 's they '—to be opened aeria- 
titn. 

" Says Bell, shufflin' the envelopee when the auld man 
had gone ashore: ' We 're to creep round a' the south 
coast, standin' in for orders— this weather, too. There 's 
ao question o' his lunacy now,' 

" Well, we buttocked the auld Kite along— vara bad 
weather we made— standin' in all alongside for tde- 
graphic orders, which are the curse o' skippers. Syne 
we made over to Hcdyhead, an' Bell opened the last 
envelope for the last instructions. I was wi' him in the 
cuddy, an' he threw it over to me, cryin' : ' Did ye ever 
know the like, Uac? ' 

** I 'U no say what IfcBimmon had written, hut h« 
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was far from mad. niere wafl a sou'wester brewia' 
when we made the mouth o' the Uerse?, a bitter cold 
mom wi' a grey-green sea and a grey-green sky— liver- 
pool weather, as they say; an' there we lay choppin', 
an' the orew swore. Ye canna keep secrete aboard ship. 
They thought UcRimmon was mad, too. 

" Syne we saw the Orotkau rollin' oot on the top o' 
flood, deep an' double de^, wi' her new-painted funnel 
an' her new-painted boats an' a'. She looked her name, 
an', moreover, she coughed like it. Calder tauld me at 
Badley's what ailed hia engines, but my own ear would 
ha' told me twa mile awa*, by the beat o' them. Bound 
we came, plungin' an' squatterin' in her wake, an' the 
wind cut wi' good promise o' more to come. By six it 
blew hard but clear, an' before the middle watch it was 
a sou'wester in aimeet. 

" ' 8he '11 edge into Ireland, this gait,' says Bell, I 
was with him on the bridge, watchin' the Grotkau's port 
light. Te canna see green so far as red, or we 'd ha' 
kept to leeward. We 'd no passengers to consider, an' 
(all eyes being on the Grotkaii) we fair walked into a liner 
rampin' home to Liverpool. Or, to be preceese, Bell no 
more than twisted the Kite oot from under her bows, 
and there was a little damnin' betwix' the twa bridges. 
Noo a passenger "—McPhee regarded me benignantly— 
" wad ha' told the papers that as soon as he got to the 
Customs. We stuck to the Grotkau'a tail that night an* 
thenext twa days— she slowed down to five knot by my 
peckonin'— and we lapped along the weary way to the 
Fastnet." 

" But you don't go by the Fastnet to get to any South 
American port, do yout " I said. 
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*■ Wa do not. Ve prefer to go as direct as may be. 
But we were followin' the Orotkau, an' she 'd no walk 
into that gale for ony consideTatioii. Einowiu' what I 
did to her discredit, I couldna blame young Bannister, 
It was warkiu' up to a North Atlantic winter gale, snow 
on' sleet an' a perishin' wind. Eh, it was like the Doil 
walkin' abroad o' the surface o' the deep, whuppin' o9 
thetopo'thewavesbeforehemadeup his mind. They'd 
bore up against it so far, but the minute she was clear 
o' the Skelligs she fair tucked up her skirts an' ran for 
tt by Dunmore Head. Wow, she rolledl 

" ' She '11 be makin' Smerwick,' says Bell. 

" ' She 'd ha' tried for Yentry by noo if she meant 
Oiat,' I said. 

" ' They '11 roll the funnel cot o' her, this gait,' says 
Bell. ' Why canna Bannister keep her head to sea) ' 

" ' It 's the tail-shaft. Ony rolUn' 's better than 
pitchin' wi' superfeecial cracks in the tail-shaft. Calder 
knows that much,' I said. 

" ' It 's ill wark retreerin' steamers this weather,' said 
Bell. His beard and whiskers were frozen to his oilskin, 
an' the spray was white on fhe weather side of him. 
Fairfect North Atlantic winter weather I 

" One by one the sea raxed away our three boats, an' 
the davits were crumpled like ram's horns. 

"'Ton's bad,' said Bell, at the last. 'Ye canna pass 
a hawser wi'oot a boat.' Bell was a vara judeecious 
man— for an Aberdonian. 

" I 'm not one that fib: cs Iiim&elf for eventualities 

outside the engine-room, so 1 e'en slipped down betwixt 

wavee to see how the Kite fared. Man, she 's the best 

(eared boat of her class that ever left Clydel Ein- 

1819] 



:dbvGoogIe 



-BREAD UPON THE WATERS' 

lodi, my second, knew her as well as I did. I found 
bim dryin' his socks on the mabi-Bteam, an' comhin' his 
whiskers wi' the comb Janet gied me last year, for the 
warld u' a' as though we were in port. I tried the feed, 
Bpeered into the stoke-hole, thumbed all bearin's, spat 
on the thrust for luck, gied 'em my tdessin', an' todc 
Einloch's socks before I went up to the bridge again. 

" Then Bell handed me the wheel, an' went below to 
warm himself. When he ccune up my gloves were frozen 
to the spokes an' the ice clicked over my eryeUds. Paii^ 
feet North Atlantic winter weather, as I was sayin'. 

" The gale blew out by night, hut we lay in smotherin' 
cross-seas that made the auld Kite chatter from stem to 
■tern. Islowedtothir^-four, I mind— no, thirty-seven. 
Tfiere was a long swell the mom, an' the OrotJeau was 
headin' iato it west awa'. 

" ' She *U win to Rio yet, tail-shaft or no tail-shaft,' 
says Bell. 

*' ' Iset night shook her,' I said. ' She '11 jar it oS 
yet, mark my word.' 

* ' yfe were then, maybe, a hunder and fifty mile weet- 
sou'weet o' Slyne Head, by dead reckonin'. Next day 
we made a hunder an' thirty— ye 'U note we were not 
racitt'-boats— an' the day after a hvmder an' sixty-one, 
an' that made us, we U say, Eighteen an' a bittock west, 
an' maybe Fifty-one an' a bittock nortii, croesin' all the 
North Atlantic liner lanes on the loi^ slant, always in 
sight o' the Orotkaa, creepln' up by mght and falUn' 
awa' by day. After the gale it was cold weather wi* 
dark nights. 

" I was in the engine-room on Friday night, Just be- 
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f(we Uie middle mttch, when Bell vhustled down Uie 
tube; 'She 'b done it'; an' up I came. 

" The Oroikau was just a fair distance south, an' one 
by one she ran up the three red U^ts in a vertical line 
—the sign of a steamer not under controL 

" ' Ton 's a tow for us,' said Bell, licldn' his chope. 
'She '11 be worth more than the Bretktu. We '11 go 
down to her, McPhee t ' 

" 'Bide a while,' I said. 'The seas fair throng wi' 
ships here.' 

'"Season why,' said Bell. 'It 'a a fOTtune gaun 
bcKgin'. What d' ye think, man t ' 

" ' Qie her till daylight. Sho knows we 're hen. If 
Bannister needs help he '11 loose a rocket.' 

"'Wha told ye Baimister's need! We 11 ha'som^ 
rag-an'-bcoie tramp mappin' her up tmder oor nose,' 
said he ; an' he put the wheel over. We were goin' dow. 

" ' Bannister wad like better to go home on a liner an^ 
eat in the saloon. Uind ye what they said o' Holdock 
& Steiner's food that night at Badley'st Keep her 
awa', man— keep her awa'. A tow 's a tow, hut a dere- 
lict 's big salvage.' 

"'K-eht' said Bell. ' Ton *b an inahot o' yours, Mac, 
I love ye like a brother. We '11 bide whaur we are till 
daylight ' ; an' he kept her awa'. 

" Syne up went a rocket forward, an' twa on the 
bridge, an* a blue li^t aft. Syne a tar-barrel forward 
again. 

"' She's sinkia',' said Bell. ' It 'b all gaun, an' I 'U 
get no more tnan a pair o' ni^t-glassea for picldn' up 
young Bannister— the to<Al ' 
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" ' Fair an' soft again,* I mid. * Bhe *b aisnaUin' to 
the south of tu. Bannister knowiB as wdl as I that one 
rocket would bring the Bn^au. He '11 no be waatin' 
fireworks for Qothin'. Hear her ca' I' 

" The Orotiau whusUed an' whusUed for ttre min- 
utes, an' then there were more flreworka— a regular 
exhibeetion. 

" ' That 'i no for men in the regular trade,' aays Bedl. 
' Ye >re ri^t, ICao. That 'b for a cuddy full o' pasaen- 
geia.' He blinked through the night-glaMea when it 
lay a bit thick to southward. 

" ' What d' ye make of itl' I said. 

"'liner,' he says. 'Ton 'b her rocket. Ou, ay; 
they 'to waukened the gold-strapped skipper, an'— noo 
they 're waukened the passengers. They 're tumin' on 
the electrics, cabin by cabin. Yon 'b anither rooketl 
They 're comin' up to help the perishin' in deep watters.' 

" ' Oie me the glass,' I said. But Bell danced on the 
bridge, clean dementit. * Mails — mails — mailsl ' said he. 
' Under contract wi' the Government for the due con- 
veyance o' the mails; an' as such, ICac, ye 'U note, she 
may rescue life at sea, but she canna towl— she canna 
towl Yon 'b her ni£^t-signal. She '11 be up in half an 
hourl' 

"'Gowkl' I said, 'an' we blasin' here wi' aU oor 
lights. Oh, Bell, ye 're a fooll ' 

" He tumbled off the bridge forward, an' I tumbled 
aft, an' before ye could wink our tights were oot, the 
engine-room hatch was covered, an' we lay pitch-dark, 
watchin' the lights o' the liner oome up that the Orot- 
kau 'd bam signallin' to. Twenty knot ui hour she 
[822] 
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oame, every cabin lighted, an' her boate swung awa'. It 
was grandly done, an' in tiie inside of €in hour. She 
stopped like Mrs. Holdock's machine; down went tlie 
gangway, down wmt the boats, an' in ten minutes we 
heard the passengers cheerin', an' awa' she fled. 

'"They 'Utdlo' this all the days they Uve,' said Bell. 
' A rescue at sea by oi^t, as pretty as a play. Young 
Bannister an' Calder will be diinkin' in the saloon, an' 
six months hence the Board o' Trade '11 gie the skipper 
a pair o' binoculars. It 's vara philanthropic all round. ' 

" We '11 lay by till day— ye may think we waited £or 
It wi' sore ^es— an' there sat tiie Orotkau, her noee a 
bit cocked, just leerin' at us. She k>oked paifectly 
ridiculous. 

" ' She '11 be fillin' aft,' says Bell; ' for why Is she 
down by the stemt The taO-shaft 'b punched a hole 
in her, an'— we 've no boats. There 's three bunder 
thousand pound sterlin', at a conservatiTe estimate, 
droonin' before our eyes. What 's to dot' An' hia 
bearin's got hot again in a minute: he was an inconti- 
nent man. 

" ' Run her as near as ye daur,' I said. ' Oie me a 
Jacket an' a life-line, an' I '11 swum for it.' There was 
a bit lump of a sea, an' it was cold in the wind— vara 
cold; but Uiey 'd gone overaide like passengers, young 
Bannister an' Calder an' a', leaving ttie gangway down 
on the lee-side. It would ha' been a flyin' in the face o' 
manifest Providence to overlo<dE the invitation. We 
wen within fif^ yards o' her while Einloch was 
garmiu' me all over wl' oil behind the galley; an' as we 
na past I went outboard for the salvage o' three hunder 
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thouBand pound. Uan, It was perishiii' ccdd, but I *d 
done my job judgmatically, an' came scrapin' all along 
her Bide alap on to the lower gratin' o' the gangway. 
No one more astonished than me, I aaaure ye. BefcH« 
I 'd caught my breath I 'd skinned both my knees on 
the gratin', aa' was climbin' up before she rolled again. 
I made my line fast to the rail, an' aquattered aft to 
young Bannister's cabin, whaur I dried me wi' every- 
thing in his bunk, an' put on every conceivable sort o' 
rig I found till the blood was circulatin'. Three pair 
drawers, I mind I found— to b^in upon— an' I needed 
them all. It was the coldest cold I remember in all my 
experience. 

" Syne I went aft to the engine-room. The Oroffcau 
sat on her own tail, as tiiey say. She -was vara short- 
shafted, an' her gear was all aft. There was four or 
five foot o' water in the engine-room slummockin' to and 
fro, black an* greasy; maybe there was six foot. The 
stoke-hold doors were screwed home, an' the stoke-hold 
was tight enough, but for a minute tiie mess in the en- 
gine-room deceived me. Only for a minute, thou^, an' 
that was because I was not, in a manner o' speakin', as 
calm aa ordinar'. I looked again to mak' sure. 'Twaa 
just black wi' bilge: dead watter that must ha' coma is 
fortuitously, ye ken." 

" McPhee, I 'm only a passenger," I said, " but you 
don't persuade me that six foot o' water can oome into 
u engine-room fortuitously." 

" Who 's tryin' to persuade one way or the other t " 

Uo^ee retorted. " I 'm statin' the facte o' the case— 

ths linqkle, natural facts. Six or seven foot o' dead 
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watter in the engine-room is a vara depreesic* dght if 
jre think there 's like to be more comin' ; but I did not 
consider that such was likely, and bo, ye 'U note, I was 
not depressed." 

" That 'a all reiy wdl, but I want to know about the 
water," I said. 

" I 've t(dd ye. TOiere was six feet or more there, wi' 
Calder's cap floatin' on top." 

" Where did it come fromi '* 

" Weel, in the confusion o' things after the propellar 
had dropped off an' the engines were racin' an' a', It '8 
vara possible that Calder might ha' lost it off his head 
on' no troubled hlmselt to pick it up again. I remember 
seein' that cap on faim at Southampton." 

" I don't want to know about the cap. I 'm asking 
where the water came from and what it was doing 
Aere, and why you were so certain that it was n't a 
leak, llcPheet" 

" For good reaaon— for good an' sufScient reason." 

" Give It to me, then." 

" Weel, it 's a reaaon that does not properly concern 
myself only. To be preceeae, I 'm c^ opinion that it was 
due, the watter, in part to an error o' judgment in an- 
other man. We can a' mak' mistakes." 

" Oh, I beg your pardon I " 

' ' I got me to the rail again, an', * What 's wrangi ' said 
Bell, hailin'. 

" ' She '11 do,* I said. ' Send 's o'er a hawser, an' a 
man to steer. I '11 pull him in by the life-line.' 

" I could see heads bobbin' back an' forth, an' a whuff 

at two o' strong words. Then Bell said: ' They 11 not 
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truat Uiemselvea— one of 'em— in this watter— ezc^ 
Kinloch, an' I 'U no spare him.' 

" ' The more salvage to me, then,' I said. * I '11 make 
shift kHo.' 

" Says one doek-rat, at this: ' D' 70 think she 's safe? ' 

*" I 'U guarantee 70 nothing,' I said, < exc^t maybe 
a hammerin' for keepin' me this long.* 

" Then he sings out: ' There 's no more than one life- 
belt, an' they canna And it, or I 'd come.* 

" ' Throir him over, die Jesehel,' I said, for I was oot 
o' patience; an* they took baud o' that volunteer before 
he knew what was in store, and hove him over, in the 
bight of my life-line. 80 I e'en hjauled him upon the 
sag of it, hand over fist— a vara welcome recruit when 
I *d tilted tiie salt watter oot of him: for, by the way, he 
could na swim, 

*' Syne they bent a twa-inch rope to^the life-line, an' a 
hawser to that, an' I led the rope o'er the drum of a 
hand- winch forward, an' we sweated the hawser inboard 
an' made it fast to the QroOcau'a bitts. 

" Bell brought the Kite so cloee I feared she *d roll in 
an' do the Orofkau^t plates a mischief. He hove anither 
life-line to me, an' went astern, an' we had all the weary 
winch work to do again wi' a second hawser. For all 
that. Bell was right: we 'd a long tow before ns, an' 
tiiou^ Providence had helped us that far, there was no 
sense in leavin' too much to its keepin'. When the sec- 
ond hawser was fast, I was wet wi' sweat, an' I cried 
Bell to tak' up his stack an* go home. The other man 
was by way o' helpin' the work wi' askin' for drinks 
but I e'en told him he must hand reef an' steer, begin 
CS261 
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Dln' with steerin', for I was goin' to turn in. He ateered 
—oh, ay, be stewed, in a manner o' speakin'. At the 
least, be griptnt the spoke* an' twiddled 'em an' looked 
wise, but I doubt if the Hoor ever felt it. I turned in 
there an* then, to young Bannister's bunk, an' slept past 
exprenion. I waukened ragin' wi' hunger, a fair lump 
o' sea runnin*, the Kite snorin' awa' four knots an hour ; 
an' the Orotkau slappin' ber noee under, an' yawin' an' 
standin' over at discretion. She was a most disgracefu' 
tow. But the sbameful thing of all was the food. I 
raxed me a meal fra galley-shelves ui' pantries an' 
lasareetee an' cubby-boles that I would not ha' gied to 
the mate of a Cardiff collier; an' ye ken we say a CardifE 
mate will eat clinkers to save waste. I 'm sayin' It was 
dmidy vilel The crew had written what they thought 
of it <m the new paint o' the fo'c'sle, but I had not a 
decent soul wi' me to complain on. There was nothin^ 
tor m« to do save watch the hawsers an' the Kite's tail 
squatterin' down in white watter when she lifted to a 
sea; so I got steam on the after donkey-pump, an* 
pumped oot the engine-room. There 'b no sense in 
leavin' watter loose in a ship. When she was dry, I 
went doun the shaft-tunnel, an' found she was leakin' 
a little through the stufBn'-box, but nothin' to make . 
wark. The propeller had e'en jarred ofiE, as I knew it 
must, an* Calder hod been waitiu' for it to go wi' his 
hand on the gear. He tcdd me as much when I met him 
ashore. Thae was nothin' started or strained. It had 
just slipped awa' to the bed o' the Atlantic as easy as 
a man dyin' wi' duewamin'— a most providential busi* 
nesi for all ooncemed. Syne I took stock o' t&e Orot- 
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fcou's upper vorke. Her boats had been smashed on 
the davits, an' here an' there was the rail miasuH', an' a 
ventilator or two had fetched awa', an' the bridge-rails 
were bent b; the seas; but her hatches were ti^t, and 
she 'd taken no sort of harm. Dod, I came to hate her 
like a human bein', for I was eight weary days aboard, 
starvin'— ay, Btarrin'— within a cable's length o* plenty. 
All day I laid in the bunk reading the ' Woman-Hater,' 
the grandest book Chariie Reade ever wrote, an' pickin' 
a toothful here an' there. It was weary, weaiy work. 
Eight days, man, I was aboard the Qrotkau, an' not 
one full meal did I make. Sma' blame her crew would 
not stay by her. The other mant Oh I watked him wi' 
a vengeance to keep him warm. 

" It came on to blow when we fetched soundin's, an' 
that kept me standin' by the hawsers, lashed to the 
capstan, breathin' twixt green seas. I near died o' 
cauld an' hunger, for the Orotkau towed like a barge, 
an' Bell howkit her along through or over. It was vara 
thick up-Channel, too. We were standin' in to make 
some sort o' light, an' we near walked over twa three 
fishia' -boats, an' they cried us we were overdose to 
Falmouth. Then we were near cut down by a drunken 
foreign fruiter that was blunderin' between us an' t^A 
shore, and it got thicker an' thicker that n'ght, an' I 
could feel by the tow Bell did not know whaur he was. 
Loeb, we knew in the mom, for the wind blew the fog 
oot like a candle, an* the sun came clear; and as surely 
as McEinmion gied me my cheque, the shadow o' the 
Eddystone lay across our tow-rope ! We were that near 
—ay, we were that near I Bell fetched the Kite round 
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with tiie JOTk that came close to teariu' the bitts out o* 
the OroHau, an' I mind I thanked my Malkat in young 
Bannister's cabin when we were inside Plymouth break- 
water. 

"The first to come aboard waaMcKmmon.wi'Dandie. 
Did I tell you our orden were to take anything we found 
into Plymouth? The auld deii had just come down 
ovemi^^t, puttin' two an* two together from what Cat- 
der had told him when the liner landed the Orotkau't 
men. He had preoeeeely hit oor time. I 'd haQed Bell 
for stnnething to eat, an' he sent it o'er in the same boat 
wi' IfcBimmon, when the auld man came to me. He 
grinned an' slapped his legs and worked his eyebrows 
the while I ate. 

" ' How do Holdock, Stelner ft Chase feed their ment ' 
said he. 

" * Te can see,' I said, knockin' the top off another 
beer-bottle. *I did not sign to be starved, UcBimmon.' 

" * Nor to swum, either,' said he, for Bell had tauld him 
how I carried the line aboard. ' WeU, I 'm thinkin' 
you 'U be no loser. What freight could we ha' put into 
the Lammergeyer would equal salTage on four hunder 
thousand pounds— hull an' cargot Kh, KcFheeT This 
cuts the Utco- out o* Holdock, Bt^er, Chase ft Com- 
pany, limited. Eh, UoPheet An' I *m suflerin' frcon 
senile dementia nowt Eh, UcPheet An* I *m not daft, 
am I, till I begin to paint the Lammargej/ert Eh, 
UcPheef Ye may weel lift your 1^, Dandiel I ha' the 
laugh o' them alL Tefbundwatterintbeengine-room?' 

" ' To speak wi'oot pr^udlce,' I said, ' there was some 
waiter.* 
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** ' THimj thou^t ihe was dnkin* after tiu propeller 
went. She Med wi' exteBordinary rapeedity. CUder 
said it griflfred him an' Bannister to abandcm her.' 

" I thoui^t o' the dinner at Badley's, an' what like o* 
food I 'd eaten for tight days. 

" ' It would grieve them sore,' I said. 

"*Bat tile crew would not hear o' itayin* and 
wort^ltt' her hack under canvaa. Xk^ 're gaou up an' 
down layin' they 'd ha' atu'ved first.' 

" ' Th^ 'd ha' starved if th^ 'd stayed,' said L 

*' ' I tak* it, fra Oalder's aooount, there was a mutiny 
a'moflt.' 

"'TeknowmoretluuiI,HoBlmmon,'l8aid. 'Bpeak- 
in' wi'oot prejudice, for we 'le all in the same boat, 
who opened the bilg»Kx>ckl' 

" ' Oh, that 'e it— is itt * said the auld man, an' I oould 
see he was surprised. * A bilge-cock, ye say t ' 

" ' I believe it was a bilge-cock. They were all shut 
when I came aboard, but some one had flooded the en- 
gine-room ei^t feet over all, and shut it off with the 
worm-an'-wheel gear from the seoond gratin' after- 
wards.' 

"'LoshI* said McRimmop. * The ineequi^ o* man 'a 
beyond belief. But it *b awfu' discreditable to HoMock, 
Steiner ft Chase, if that came oot in court.' 

** ' It 's Just my own curiosity,' I mid. 

" * Aweel, Dandle 's af9icted wi' the same disease. 

Dandle, strive against curioai^, for it brings a little dog 

into traps an' suchlike. Whaur was the £tfa when yoa 

painted liner took off the Orotkau't peoplel ' 
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" * Just there or theraabouta,* I aaid. 

" * An' which o* you twA thouj^t to oorer yoor 
l^htof ' said he, winklii'. 

'* ' Candle,' I said to the dog, * ve miwt both strive 
against curioBity. It 'b an unremunerative businen. 
What 's our chance o* salvage, Dandief ' 

" He laughed tin he choked. * Tak' what I gle you, 
HoPhee, an' be content,' he aaid, * Lord, how a man 
wastes time when he gets old. Get aboard the KUt, 
mon, aa soon as ye can. I 've clean forgot there 's a 
Baltic charto- yammerin' fen- you at London. That Ml 
be your last voyage, I 'm thinkin', ezcep' by way o* 
pleasure.' 

' ' Stoiner's men were ctanin* aboard to take charge 
an' tow her round, an' I passed young Bteiner in a boat 
as I went to the Kite. He looked down his nose; but 
UcHimmou pipes up; ' Here *b th^ man ye owe the Orot- 
Icau to— at a price, Steiner— at a pricel I^et me Intro- 
duce Hr. Hcniee to you. Uaybe ye 've met before; 
but ye 've vara little luck in keepin* your men— asbwe 
<Nrafloatl' 

" Toung Stdner looked angry enough to eat bim aa 
he chnckled an' whustled In his dry old throat. 

*' * T« 've not got your award yet,' Steiner says. 

*' ' ya, na,' says the auld nuui, in a screech ye could 
hear to the Hoe, * but I Ve twa million sterlin', an* no 
bairns, ye Judeeas Apella, If ye mean to fight; an' I '11 
match ye p'und for p'lmd till the last p'und *b oot. Ye 
ken me, Bteinerl I 'm UcRimmon o' UoNaughten A 
HoBImnumf 
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" * Dod,' he said betwiz' his teeth, sittin* back in the 
boat, ' I 've waited fourteen year to break that Jew- 
flnn, an' Ood be thankit I 'U do it now.' 

" The Kite waa in the Baltic while the auld man was 
warkin' hia warks, but I know the asseaBOts valued the 
Orotkau, all told, at over three hunder and sizty thou- 
sand—her manifeot was a treat o' richneas— an' HcBim- 
mon got a third for salvin' an abandoned ship. Ye eee, 
there 's vast deeference between towin' a ship wi' men 
on her an' pickln' up a derelict— a vast deeference— in 
pounds sterlin'. Uoreover, twa three o' the Orotkau't 
crew were bumin' to testify about food, an' there was a 
note o' Calder to the Board, in regard to the tail-sbaft, 
that would ha' been vara dantagin' if it had come into 
court. They knew better than to fight. 

" Syne the Kite came back, an' McBimmon paid off 
me an' Bell pCTSonally, an' the rest of the crew pro rota, 
I believe it 's ca'ed. Uy Bhare— oor share, I should say 
—was just twenty>flve thousand pound sterlin'." 

At this point Janet jumped up and kissed him. 

" Five-and-twenty thousand pound sterlin'. Noo, I 'm 
fra the North, and I 'm not the like to fling money awa' 
rashly, but I 'd gie six months' pay— one hunder an' 
twenty pounds— to know «Ao flooded the engine-rocnn 
of the Orotkau. 1 'm fairly well acquaint wi' McSim- 
mon's eedio^ncrasies, and he'drto hand in it. It was 
not Calder, for I 've asked him, an* he wanted to fight 
me. It would be in the hic^eet d^ree unprofessional o' 
Calder— not flghtin', but openin' bilge-cocks- but for a 
while I thought it was him. Ay, I judged it might he 
him — under temptation." 
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" What '8 jrour theoryr " I demanded. 

" We^ I 'm inclined to think it iras one o' those 
ffinpilftr providenoee that remind us we 're in the hands 
o' Hic^er Powers." 

" It could n't open and shut itselft " 

*' I did not mean that; but some half-atarrin' oiler or, 
maybe, trimmer must ha' opened it awhile to mak' sure 
o' leavin' the Orotkau. It 's a demoralisin' thing to see 
an cmgine-room flood up after any accident to the gear— 
denuwalisin' and deceptive both. Aweel, the oian got 
what he wanted, for they went aboard tiie liner cryin' 
that the OroOeau was sinldn'. But it 's curious to think 
o' the consequences. In a' human probability, he 'sbein' 
damned in heaps at the present moment aboard another 
tramp freighter; an' here am I, wi' flve-an'-twenty 
thousand pound invested, resolute to go to sea no more 
—providential 's the preceese word— except as a passen- 
ger, ye 'U understand, Janet." 

UcFhee kept his word. He and Janet went for a voy- 
age as passengers in the flrst-class saloon. They paid 
seventy pounds for their berths; and Janet found a very 
sick woman in the second-class saloon, so tliat for six- 
teen days she lived below, and chatted with the stew- 
ardesses at the foot of the second-saloon stairs while her 
patient slept. McPhee was a passenger for exactly 
twen^-four hours. Then the engineers' mess— where 
the oildotii tables are —joyfully took him to its bosom, 
and for the rest of the voyage that company was richer 
by the unpaid services of a highly certificated engineer 
[883] 
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BEFORE be waa thirty, he discovered that there was 
no one to play with him. Though the wealth of 
three toilsome generations stood to hia account, though 
his tastes in the matter of hooks, bindings, rugs, swords, 
bronzes, lacquer, pictures, plate, statuary, horses, con- 
servatories, and agriculture were educated and catholic, 
the public opinion of his country wanted to know why 
be did not go to office daily, as bis father bad before 

Bo he fled, and tbc>y bowled behind him that he was 
an unpatriotic Anglomaniac, bom to consume fruits, 
one totally lacking in public spirit. He wore an eye- 
glass ; he had built a wall round bis country house, with 
a high gate that shut, instead of inviting America to sit 
on his flower-beds ; be ordered bis clothes from England ; 
and the prees of his abiding city cursed him, from his 
eye-glass to his trousers, for two consecutive days. 

When he rose to light again, it was where nothing less 

thftn the tents of an invading army in Piccadilly would 

make ai^ difference to anybody. If he had moner ami 
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leisure, EngUnd stood ready to give hitn all that money 
aad leisure could buy. That price paid, she would ask 
no qneetfcmfl. He took his cheque-book and accumulated 
things— vartty at first, for he remembered that in 
America things own the man. To hia delight, he dis- 
cOTo^ that in Gng^d he could put bis belongings 
under bis feet; for classes, ranks, and denominations of 
people rose, as it vere, from the earth, and sUottly and 
discreetly took charge of his poeseesions. They had 
been bom and bred for that sole purpose— servants of 
the cheque-book. When that was at an end they would 
depart as mysteriously aa they had come. 

Hie impenetralnlity of this regulat«d life irritated him, 
and be strove to learn something of the human side of 
these people. He retired bafOed, to be b«lned by his 
menials. In America, the native demoralises the Eng- 
lish servant. In England, the servant educates the 
mastOT. Wilton Bargent strove to learn all th^ tau^t 
as ardently as his father had striven to wreck, before 
capture, the raQways of his native land; and it must 
have been some touch of the old bandit railw^ blood 
that bade him buy, for a song, Holt Hangars, whose 
forty-acre lawn, aa every one knows, sweeps down in 
velvet to the quadruple tracks of the Great Buchonian 
Railway. Their trains fiew by almost continuouBly, 
with a bee-like drone in the day and a flutter of strong 
wings at night. The son of Uerton Sargent bad good 
right to be interested in than. He owned controlling 
interests in several thousand miles of track,— not per> 
manent way, —built on altogether different plans, where 
locomotives eternally whistled for gntde-orossingB, and 
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fuAor-eaxB ot fitbuloiu expense and unreetful design 
skated round curves that tito Sreat Bucbonian would 
have cocdemned as unsafe in a constmction-liae. From 
the edge ot his laTm he could trace the chaired metals 
falling airay, rigid as a bowstring, into the vall^ of the 
Prest, studded with the long perspective of the block 
signals, buttressed with stone, and carried, high above 
all possible risk, oa a forty-foot embankment. ' 

L^ to himself, he would have builded a private car, 
and kept it at the nearest railway-statioii, Amberl^ 
Royal, Ave miles away. But ttiose into whose bands he 
had ccnnmitted himself for his Tfingliah training had 
little knowledge of raUways and less of private cars. 
The cme they knew was something that existed in the 
scheme of things tor tlieir convenience. The othw they 
held to be " distinctly American " ; and, with the veisa- 
tili^ of hia race, Wilton Sargent had set out to be just a 
little more ff-ngHifi^ than the KnglJBh. 

He succeeded to adminition. He learned not to redeco- 
rate Holt Hangars, thou^ he warmed it; to leave his 
guests alone; to refrain from superfluous introductions; 
to abandon maoners ot which he had great store, and to 
hold fast by manner which can after labour be acquired. 
He learned to let other people, hired for the purpose, 
attend to the duties for which they were paid. He 
teamed— this he got from a ditcher on the estate— that 
every man with whom he came in contact had his de- 
creed position in the fabric ot the realm, which position 
he would do well to consult. Last mystery of all, he 
learned to golf— well: and when an American knows the 
innermost meaning ot " Don't press, slow back, and 
[389] 
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keep yonr eye on the bsll, " he is, for practical purpoeee^ 



His otiier education proceeded on the pleasantest lines. 
Was he interested in any conceivable thing in heaven 
above, or the earth beneath, or the waters under the 
eortht Forthwith appeared at his table, guided by 
those safe hands into which he had fallen, the very men 
who had best said, done, written, exjdored, excavated, 
built, launched, created, or studied that one thing- 
herders of books and prints in the British Huseum; 
specialists in scarabs, cartouches, and dynasties Egyp- 
tian; rovers and raiders from the heart of unknown 
lands; toxicologisfa; orchid-hunters; monographers on 
flint implemente, carpets, prehistoric man, or early 
Benaissance music. They came, and they played with 
him. Theyaskednoquestions; they cared not so much 
as a pin who or what he was. They demanded only that 
be should be able to talk and listen courteously. Their 
work was done elsewhere and out of his sight. 

There were also women. 

"Never," said Wilton Sargent to himself, "has an 
American seen England as I 'm seeing it"; and br 
thought, blushing beneath the bedclothes, of the unre- 
generate and blatant days when he would steam to ofllce, 
down the Hudson, in hie twelve-bundred-ton ocean-going 
steam-yacht, and arrive, by gradations, at Bleecker 
Street, hanging on to a leather strap between an Irish 
washerwoman and a German anarchist. If any of his 
guests had seen him thenthey would have said; "How 
distinctly Americant" and— Wilton did not care (or 
(hat tone. He had schooled himself to an EngTiah walk, 
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and, 80 long aa he did not raise it, an English vdce. 
He did not gesticulate with his hands; he sat down on 
most of his enthuBiasma, but he could not rid himself of 
The Shibboleth. He would ask for the Worcesterahira 
sauce: even Howard, his immaculate butler, could not 
break h't" of this. 

It was decreed that he should complete his education 
in a wild and wonderful manner, and, further, that I 
should be in at that death. 

Wilton had more than once asked me to Holt Hangars, 
for the purpose of showing how well the new life fitted 
him, and each time I had declared it creaseless. His 
third invitation was more informal than the others, and 
he hinted of some matter in which he was anxious for 
my ^mpathy or counsel, or both. Tliere is room for an 
infinity of mistakes when a man begins to take liberties 
with bis nationality ; and I went down expecting things. 
A seven-foot dog-cart and a groom in the black Holt Han- 
gars livery met me at Amberley Royal. At Htdt Han- 
gars I was received by a person of elegance and true 
reserve, and piloted to my luxurious chamber. There 
were no other guests in the house, and this set me 
thinking. 

Wilton came into my room about half an hour before 
dinner, and though his face was masked with a drop- 
curtain of highly embroidered indifference, I could see 
that he was not at ease. In time, for be was then almost 
as difficult to move as one of my own countrymen, I 
extracted the tale— simple in its extravagance, extrava- 
gant in its simplicity. It seemed that Hackman of the 
British Uuseum had been staying with him about ten 
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days before, boasting of scarabs. Hackman has a way 
of catTTing really priceless antiquities on his tie-ring and 
in his trouser pockets. Apparently, he had intercepted 
something on its way to the Boulak Kusenm which, 
he said, was "agenuine Amen-Hotep— aqueen'sscarab 
of the Fourth Dynas^." Now Wilton had bou^t from 
Cassavetti, whose reputation is not above suspicion, a 
scarab of much the same scarabeousness, and had left 
it in bis London chambers. Hackman at a venture, 
but knowing CaseaTetti, pronounced it an imposition. 
There was long discussion— savant verma millionaire, 
one saying: "But I know it cannot be"; and tbe other: 
" But I can and wHl prove it." WQtiMi found it neces- 
sary tar his soul's satisfaction to go up to town, tfaen 
and there, —a forty-mile run, —and bring back the scarab 
before dinner. It was at this point that he began to cut 
comers with disastrous results. Amberley Boyal sta- 
tion being fire mOee away, and putting in of horses a 
matter of time, Wilton had told Howard, tbe immaou- 
late butler, to signal the next train to stop ; and Howard, 
who was more of a man of resource tban his master 
gave him credit for, had, with the red flag of the nintii 
hole of the links which oroned the bottom of the lawn, 
signalledvebemently to the first down -train; and it had 
stopped. Here WUton's account became confused. Sa 
attempted, it seems, to get into that highly indignant 
express, but a guard restrained him with more or less 
force— hauled him, In tact, backwards from the window 
of a locked carries. WQton must have struck the 
gravel with some vehemence, for Uie consequences, he 
admitted, were a free fight on the line, inwhioh he loat 
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his hat, and was at last dragged into the guard's van 
and set down breathless. 

He had [messed ingney upon &» zaan, and very ttxA- 
Ishly had explained ereiything but his name. Ibis he 
dung to, for he had a vision of tall head-lines in the 
New York papers, and well knew no son of Kertoa Sar- 
gent could expect mercy that side the water. The guard, 
to Wilton's ama&ement, refused the money on the 
grounds that this was a matter for the Company to at- 
toid to. Wilton insiBted on bis incognito, and, there- 
fore, found two policemen waiting for him at St. Botcdph 
terminus. When he expressed a wish to buy a new hat 
and telegraph to his friends, both policemen with one 
T(Hce warned him that whatever he said would be used 
aa evidence against him; and this had impressed Wilton 
tramendously. 

" They were so infernally polite," he said. " If th^ 
had clubbed me I would n't have cared; but it was, 
' Step this way, sir,' and, ' Up those stairs, please, sir,' 
till they jaQed me— jailed me like a common drunk, and 
I had to stay in a filthy litUe cubby-hole of a cell all 
night." 

" That comes of not giving your name and not wiring 
your lawyer," I replied. " What did you getl " 

" Forty shillings, or a month," said WOton, promptly, 
— " next morning bright and early. They were work- 
ing us ofF, three a minute. A girl in a pink hat— she 
was brought in at three in the morning— got ten days. 
I suppose I was lucky. I must have knocked his senses 
out c^ the guard. He told the old duck on the bench 
that I had told him I was a sergeant in the army, and 
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Uiat I was gathering beetles on the track, lliat oomee 
of trying to explain to an "lBng1iHTiTnii.Ti " 

" Andyoul" 

" Oh, I said nothing. I wanted to get out. I paid 
my fine, and bought a new hat, and came up here be- 
fore noon next morning. There were a lot of people in 
the house, and I told 'em I 'd been unavoidably detained, 
and then they b^an to recollect engagements elsewhere. 
Hackman must have seen the fight on the track and 
made a story of it. I suppose tiiey thought it was dis- 
tinctly American— confound 'emi It 's the only time 
in my life that I 've ever Sagged a train, and I would n't 
have done it but for that scarab. 'T would n't hurt 
their old trains to be held up once in a while." 

" Well, it 'fi all over now," I said, choking a little. 
"And your name didn't get into the papers. It u 
rather transatlantic when you come to think of it." 

-" Overl " Wilton grunted savagely. " It 's only just 
b^un. That trouble with the guard was just common, 
ordinary assault— merely a little criminal business. 
The flagging of the train is civil, -infernally civil, -and 
means something quite different. They 're after me for 
that now." 

"Who?" 

" The O-reat Buchonian. There was a man in court 
watching the case on behalf of the Company. I gave 
him my name in a quiet comer before I bought my hat, 
and— come to dinner now; I '11 show you the results 
afterwards." 

The telling of his wrongs had worked Wilton Sargent 

into a very fine temper, and I do not '.'.link that my 
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conversation Boothed him. In the course of the dinner, 
prcnnpted by a deril of pure mischief, I dwelt with lov- 
ing insistence on certain smells and sounds of New York 
which go straight to the heart of the native in foreign 
parts; and Wilton began to ask many questions about 
his associates aforetime— men of the New York Yacht 
Club, Storm King, or the Beetigoucbe, owners of rivers, 
ranches, and shipping in their playtime, lords of raU- 
ways, kerosene, wheat, and cattle in thei.' offices. When 
the green mint came, I gave him a peculiarly oily and 
atrocious cigar, of the brand they seU in the tessellated, 
electric-lighted, with expensive-pictures-of-the-nude- 
adomed bar of the Pandemonium, and Wilton chewed 
the end for several minutes ere he lit it. The butler left 
us alone, and the chimney of the oak-panelled dining- 
room began to smoke. 

"!niat 'eanotherr'saidhe, poking the fire eav^ely, 
and I knew what he meant. One cannot put steam- 
heat in houses where Queen Elizabeth slept. The steady 
beat of a nig^t-mail, whirling down the valley, recalled 
me to business. " What about the Oreat Buchoniant " 
I said. 

" Come into my study. That 's all— as yet." 

It was a pile of Seidlitz-powders-coloured correspon- 
dence, perhaps nine inches high, and it looked very 
businesslike. 

' ' You can go through it," said WUton, " Now I could 
take a chair and a red flag and go into Hyde Park and 
say the most atrocious things about your Queen, and 
preach anarchy and all that, y' know, till I was hoarse, 
and no one would take any notice. The Police— 
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damn 'emi— would protect me if I got into tiouble. 

But for a little thing like flagging a dirty little sawed- 
off train,— running through my own grounds, too,— I 
get the whole British Constitution down <m me as if ] 
•old bombs. I don't understand it." 

" No more does the Oreat Buchonian— apparently." 
I was turning over the letters. " Here 's the traffic 
superintendent writing that it 's utterly incomprehen- 
sible diat any man should . . . Qood heavens, Wilton, 
you have done itl " I giggled, as I read on. 

" What 'e funny now! " said my host. 

" It seems that you, or Howard for you, stopped the 
three-fortgr Northern down." 

"I ought to know that I They all had their knife into 
me, from the engine-driver up." 

" But it 'e fA« three-forty— the Induna— surely you 've 
heard of the Oreat Buchonian 'e Induna) " 

' ' How the deuce am I to know one train from another! 
They come along about every two minutes." 

" Quite 80. But this happens to he the Induna— Ue 
one train of the whole line. She 's timed for fifty -seven 
milee an hour. She was put on early in the Sixties, 
and she has never been stopped—" 

" / knowl ^nce William the Conqueror came over, 
or King Charles bid in her smoke-stack. You 're as 
bad as the rest of these Britishers. If she 's been run 
all that while, it 'b time she was flagged once or twice. ' ' 

The American was b^inniug to ooze out all over Wil- 
ton, and his small-boned hands were moving restlessly. 

" Suppose you flagged the Empire State Express, oi 
the Western Cyclonet " 
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" Suppom I did. I know Otis Harvey— or used ta 
I 'd send him a wire, and he *d understand it was a 
ground-hog case with me. That 'a exactly what I told 
this British fossii company here." 

" Have you been anawering their letters without legal 
ad-rice, theni " 

" Of course I have." 

" Oh, my Sainted Country! Go ahead, Wilton." 

*' I wrote 'em that I 'd be very happy to see their 
president and explain to him in three words all about it ; 
but that would n't do. 'Se^ns their president must be 
a god. He was too busy, and— well, you can read for 
yourseU— they wanted explanations. The station-mas- 
ter at Amberley Royal— and he grovels before me, as a 
rule— wanted an exi^anation, and quick, too. The head 
sachem at St. Botolph'a wanted three or four, and the 
Lord High Uukkamuk that cnls the loc(Hnotivee wanted 
one every fine day. I told 'em— I 've told 'em about 
fifty times— I stopped their holy and sacred train because 
I wanted to board her. Did they think I wanted to feel 
her pulset " 

" You did n't say that? " 

" ' Feel her pulse 'I Of course not." 

" No. ' Board her.* " 

" What else could I say! " 

" Hy dear Wilton, what it the use of Mrs. SherboriM, 
and the Clays, and all that lot woridng over yon for 
four years to make an Englishman out of you, if the 
very first time you 're ratUed you go back to the 
remacularl" 

** I *m thnmgh with Mrs. Sherborne and the rest of 
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the crowd. America 'b good enough for me. What 
ought I to have aaidl ' Please,' or ' thanks awf'ly,' or 
howl " 

There was no chance now of mistaking the man's 
nationality. Speech, gesture, and step, so carefully 
drilled into him, had gone away with the bonowed mask 
of indifference. It was a lawful son of the Youngest 
People, whose predecessors were the Red Indian. His 
voice had risen to the high, throaty crow of his breed 
when they labour under excitement. His close-set eyes 
showed by turns unnecessary fear, annoyance beyond 
reason, rapid and purposeless flights of thought, the 
child's lust for inunediate rerenge, and the child's 
pathetic bewilderment, who knocks his bead against 
the bad, wicked table. And on the other side, I knew, 
stood the Company, as unable as Wilton to under- 
stand. 

" And I could buy their old road three times over," 
he muttered, playing with a paper-knife, and moving 
restlessly to and fro. 

" You did n't tell 'ran that, I hopel " 

There was no answer; but as I went through the let- 
twfl, I felt that Wilton must have told them many sur- 
prising things. The Great Buchonian had first a^ed 
for an explanation of the stoppage of their Induna, and 
bad found a certain levity in the explanation tendered. 
It then advised " Mr. W, Sargent " to refer his solicitor 
to their solicitor, or whatever the legal phrase is. 

" And you did n'tt " I said, looking up. 

" No. They were treating me exactly as if I had 

been a kid playing on the cable-tracks. There was not 
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the leatt necessity tor any solicitor. Five mlnateB' 
quiet talk would have settled everything." 

I returned to the correEfpondence. The Great Bu- 
chonian regretted that, owing to pressure of business, 
none of their directors could accept tSi. W. Sargent's 
invitation to ran down and discuss the difBculty. The 
Great Buchonian was careful to point out that no ani- 
mus underlay their action, nor was money their object. 
Their duty was to protect the interests of their line, and 
these interests could not be protected if a precedent were 
established whereby any of the Queen's subjects could 
stop a train in mid-career. Again (this was another 
branch of the correspondence, not more than five heads 
of departments being concerned), the Company admitted 
that there was some reasonable doubt as to the duties 
(rf express-trains in all crises, and the matter was open 
to settlement by process of law till an authoritative 
ruling was obtained— from the House of Lords, if 
necessary. 

" That broke me all up," aidd 'WDton, who was read- 
ing over my shoulder. < ' I knew I 'd struck the British 
Constitution at last. The House of Lords— my Lord! 
And, anyway, I *m not one of the Queen's subjects." 

" Why, I had a notion that you 'd got yourself natu- 
ralised." 

Wilton blushed hotly ae he explained that very many 
ttiingB must happen to the British Constitution ere be 
took out bis papers. 

"How does it all strike yout" he said. "Isn't Qie 
Great Buchonian crazyl " 

** I don't know. You Ve done something that no one 
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«T«r thou^t of doing befora, and the Oompany dcmt 
know what to make of it. I see they offer to eend down 
their solicitor and another official (rf the Con^iany to 
talk things over informally. Then here 's another letter 
BUggeeting that you put up a fourteen-foot wall, crowned 
with bottle-glaae, at the bottom of the garden." 

" Talk of British insolence 1 The man who recom- 
mends that (he 'b another bloated functionary) says that 
I shall ' derive great pleasure from watching the wall 
going up day by day 'I Did you ever dream of such 
galll I 've offered 'em money enough to buy a new set 
<tf cars and pension the driver for three generations ; but 
that does n't seem to be what they want. They expect 
me to go to the House c£ Lords and get a ruling, and 
build walls between times. Are they ail stark, raving 
madt One 'ud think I made a profession of flagging 
trains. How in Tophet was I to know their old Induna 
from a way-traint I took the first that came along, 
and I 've been jailed and fined for that once already.'* 

" That was for slugging the guard." 

" He had no right to haul me out when I was half-w^ 
through a window." 

"'What are you going to do about it? " 

" Their lawyer and the other official (can't they trust 
their men unices they send 'em in pairsf) ore coming 
h»te to-night. I told 'em I was busy, as a rule, till after 
dinner, but they mi^^t send along the entire directorate 
if it eased 'em any." 

Now, after-dinner visiting, for businees or pleasure, is 

the custom of the smaller American town, and not that 

o< En^and, where the end of the day is sacred to the 
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(nmer, not the public. Yerilr, Wilton Sargent had 
hoirted the striped flag of rebellion 1 

" Ib n't it time that the humour of the situation began 
to strike you, Wilton? " I asked. 

" Where 's the humour of baiting an American citizen 
just because he happens to be a millionaire— poor devil." 
Be was silent for a little time, and then went m; " Ot 
course. Now I seel " He spun round and faced me 
excitedly. " It 's as plain as mud. These ducks are 
laying their pipes to skin me." 

" They say explicitly they don't want money 1 " 

" That *B all a blind. Bo 's their addressing me as W. 
Bargent. They know well enough who I am. Tliey 
know I *m the cdd man's eon. . Why did n't I think of 
that before! " 

" One minute, Wilton. If you climbed to the top of 
the dome of St. Paul's and offered a reward to any Eng- 
liffhman who could tell you who or what Merton Sargent 
bad been, there would n't be twenty moi in all London 
to daim it." 

" That 's their insular provincialism, then. I don't 
eare a cent. The old man would have wrecked the 
Qreat Buchonian before breakfast for a pipe-opoier. 
Hy Ood, 1 11 do it in dead eamesti 1 11 show 'em that 
they can't buUdose a foreigner for flagging one of their 
UtUe tin-pot truns, and— 1 're spent fifty thousand a 
year here, at least, for the last four years." 

I was glad I was not his lawyer. I re-read the cor- 
respondence, notably the letter which recommended 
him— almost tenderly, I fancied— to build a fourteen- 
foot brick wall at the end of his garden, and half-way 
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throned It a thou^t sfcruck me which filled me with 
piire joy. 

nie footman ushered in two men, frock-coated, grey- 
troueered, Bmooth-shaven, heavy of speech and gait. It 
was nearly nine o'clock, but they looked as newly ccone 
from a bath. I could not understand why the elder and 
taller of the pair glanced at me as though we had an 
understanding; nor why he shook hands with an un- 
TnTi gii>i^ warmth. 

" ^niis simplifies the situation," he said in an under- 
tone, and, as I stared, he whispered to his companion: 
' ' I fear I shall be of very httle service at present. Per- 
haps Ur. Folsom had better talk over the affair with 
Mr. Sai^ient." 

" That is what I am here for," said Wilton. 

The man of law smiled pleasantly, and said that he 
saw no reason why the difflctdty should not be arranged 
in two minutes' quirt talk. Hie air, as he sat down 
opposite Wilton, was soothing to the last d^ree, and 
his companion drew me up-stage. The mystery was 
de^>ening, but I followed meekly, and heard Wilton 
say, with an uneasy laugh: 

" I 've had insomnia over this afEair, Ur. Folsom. 
Let 'b settle it one way or the other, for heaven's sakel " 

" Ah 1 Has he suffered much &om this latelyl " said 
my man, with a preliminary cough. 

" I really can't say," I replied. 

" Then I suppose you have only late^ taken charge 
here?" 

" I came t^'f evening, I n-m not exactly in charge of 
anything." 
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" I see. UertAj to obeeire the coarse of erents in 
case—" He nodded. 

" Exactly." Obseiration, after all, is my trade. 

He coughed again alightly, and came to businees. 

" Now,— I am asking solely for information's sake, 
—do you find the deluaious persistentl " 

" Which delusions? " 

" They are variable, then T That is distinctly curious, 
because— but do I understand that the type of the delu- 
sion Tariesf For example, Mr, Sargent belieTes that hs 
can buy the Oreat Bucbonian." 

" Did he write you tiiat? " 

" He made the offer to the Company— on a half -sheet 
of note-paper. Now, has he 1^ chance gone to the other 
extreme, and believed that he is in danger of becoming 
a pauperl The curious economy in the use of a half- 
Bhoet of paper shows that some idea of that kind might 
have fiaahed through his mind, and the two delusions 
can coexist, but it is not common. As you must know, 
the delusion of vast wealth— the folly of grandeurs, I 
beUeve our friends the French call it— is, as a rule, per 
slstent, to the exclusion of all others." 

Then I heard Tilton's best F-ngliBh voice at tiio end of 
tiie study: 

" My dear sir, I have explained twenty times ah-eady, 
I wanted to get that scarab in time for dinner. Suppose 
you had left an important legal document in the same 
way?" 

" That touch of cunning is very significant," my fel- 
low-practitioner— since he insisted on it— muttered, 

" I am very happy, of course, to meet you; butif you 
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had only sent your preaideiit down to dinner hen, 1 
could have settled the thing in half a minute. Why, I 
could have bought the Buchonian from him while your 
clerks were sending me this." Vilton dropped hia hand 
heavily on the blue-and-white correspondence, and the 
lawyffl started. 

" But, speaking frankly," the lawyer replied, " it is, 
if I may eay ao, perfectly inconceivable, even in the case 
of the most important legal documenta, that any one 
should stop the three-forty ezpreas— the Induna— Our 
loduna, my dear sir." 

'* Abeolutelyl " my companion echoed; then to me in 
a lower tone: " You notice, again, the persistent delu- 
sion of wealth. I was called in when he wrote us that. 
You can see it is utterly impossible for the Company to 
continue to run their trains through the property of a 
man who may at any nunnent fancy himself divinely 
commissioned to stop all traffic. If be bad only referred 
us to his lawyer— but, naturally, that he would not do, 
under the circumstances. A pity— a great pity. He is 
so young. By the way, it is curious, is it not, to note 
the absolute conviction in the voice of those who are 
similarly afflicted, —heartraiding, I mig^t say, —and the 
inabiUty to follow a chain of connected thought." 

" I can't see what you want," Wilton was saying to 
the lawyer. 

" It need not be more than fourteen feet hi^— a really 
desirable sbucture. and it would be possible to grow pear> 
trees on the sunny side." The lawyer was speaking in 
an unprofessional voice. " There are few things pleas- 
anter tlian to watch, so to say, one's own vine and fl|^ 
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tree in fuU beeiing. Oonsider the pn^t and amuflemenk 
you would deriTfl from it. If you could see your way 
to doing tliis, vx could arrange all the details with your 
lawyer, and it is possible that the Company might bear 
some of the coat. I have put the matter, I trust, in a 
nutshell. If you, my dear air, will interest yoursdf in 
building that wall, and will Idndly give us the name of 
your lawyers, I dare assure you that you will bear no 
more from the Great Buchonian." 

" But why am I to disfigure my lawn with a new 
brick waU?" 

" Orey flint is extremely picturesque." 

" Orey flint, then, if you put it that way. Why the 
dickens must I go building towers of Babylon just be- 
cause I have held up one ot your trains— once? " 

" The expreasion he used in his third letter was that 
he wished to ' board her,' " said my companion in my 
ear. " That was very curious— a marine delusion im- 
pinging, as it were, upon a land one. What a marvellous 
world he must move in— and will before the curtain 
falls. So young, too— so very youngl " 

" Well, if you want the plain English of it, I 'm 
damned if I go wall-building to your ordets. You can 
fight it all along the line, into the House of Lords and 
out again, and get your rulings by the running foot if 
you like," said Wilton, hotly. " Q-reat heavens, man, I 
only did it (meet" 

" We have at present no guarantee that you may not 

do it again; and, with our traffic, we must, in justice to 

our passengers, demand some form of guarantee. It 

must not serve as a precedent. All this might have been 
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saved U you had only referred us to your l^al r^re 
Beotative." The lawyer looked appealingly around the 
room. The dead-loclc was complete. 

"Wilton," I asked, " may I try my hand now ! " 

" Anything you like," said Wilton. " It seems I can't 
talk English. I won't build any wall, though," He 
threw himself back in his chair. 

"Gentlemen," I said deliberately, for I perceived that 
the doctor's mind would turn slowly, "Mr. Sargent has 
very laige interests in the chief railway systems of his 
own country." 

" His own country t " said the lawyer. 

" At that age t " said the doctor. 

" Certainly. He inherited them from his father, Ur. 
Bargent, who was an American." 

"And proud of it," said Wilton, as though he had 
been a Western Senator let loose on the Ck)ntinent for 
the flret time. 

"Uy dear sir," said the lawyer, half rising, "why did 
you not acquaint the Company with this fact— this vital 
fact— early in our correspondence t We should have 
understood. We should have made allowances. " 

"Allowances be damned. Am I a Bed Indian or a 
lunatic ? " 

The two men looked guilty. 

" If Mr. Sargent's friend had told us as much in the 
beginning," said the doctor, very severely, "much 
might have been saved." Alas 1 I had made a life's 
tueany of that doctor. 

" I had n't a chance," I replied. " Now, of course^ 
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70U can we that a man wbo owns aeveral tbousand 
miles of line, as Ur. Sargent does, would be apt to treat 
railways a shade more coaually than other people." 

"Of course; of course. He is an American; that 
accounts. Still, it vxu the Induoa; but I can quite 
understand that the customs of our cousins across the 
water differ in these particulars from ours. And do 
you always stop trains in this way in the States, l£r. 



" I should if occasion ever arose; but I 've never bad 
to yet. Are you going to make an international com- 
plication of the business? " 

" You need give yourself no further concern whatever 
in the matter. We see that there is no likelihood of this 
action of yours establishing a precedent, which was the 
only thing we were afraid of. Now that you tmder- 
stand that we cannot reconcile our system to any sud- 
den stoppages, we feel quite sure that—" 

"I sba'n't be staying long enough to flag another 
train," Wilton said pensively. 

"You are returning, then, to our fellow-kinsmen 
across the— ah— big pond, you call itt" 

"No, sir. Tb6 ocean— the North Atlantic Ocean. 
It 's three thousand miles broad, and three nules deep 
in places. I wish it were ten thousand." 

" I am not so fond of sea-travel myself; but I think 
it is every Englishman's duty once in his life to study 
the great branch of our Anglo-Saxon race across the 
ocean," said the lawyer. 

" If ever you ctBne over, and care to flag any train 
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on my ejtAem, I '11— I '11 see you throo^" nld 

vaton. 

« Thank you— ah, thank you. You 're veiy kind. 
I 'm sure I should enjoy myself immensdy." 

' ' We have overlooked the fact, ' ' the doctor whispered 
to me, " that your friend proposed to buy the Great 
Buchonian." 

" He is worth anything from twenty to thirty million 
dollars— four to five million pounds," I answered, 
knowing that it would be hopeless to explain. 

" Beallyl That is MiormouB wealth. But the Great 
Buchonian is not in the market." 

" Perhaps he does not want to buy it now." 

" It would be impossible under any circumBtances," 
said the doctor. 

"How characteristic 1 " murmured the lawyer, re- 
viewing matters in his mind. " I always undersiood 
from books that your countrymen were in a hurry. 
And 80 you would have gone forty milee to town and 
back— before dinner— to get a scarab? How intensely 
Amsricanl But you talk exactly like an English m an, 
Mr, Sargent." 

'* That is a fault that can be remedied. There 's only 
one question I 'd like to a^ you. You said it was in- 
conceivable that any man should st<9 a train <m your 
roadt" 

" And so it is— absolutely inconceivable." 

" Any sane man, that isl " 

" That is what I meant, of course. I mean, with 
excep— " 

" Thank you." 
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Tbo two men departed. Wilt(m checked himself as h» 
iras about to fill a pipe, took one of my cigars instead, 
and was silent tar fifteen minutes. 

Then said he: " Have you got a list of the Southamp- 
ton ifnilinga (m yOut " 



Far away from the greystone wings, the dark cedars, 
the faultless gravel drives, and the mint-sattce lawns of 
Holt Hangars runs a river called the Hudson, whose 
unkempt banks are covered with the palaces of those 
wealthy beyond the dreams of avarice. Here, where 
the hoot of the HaveiHtiaw brick-barge-tug answers the 
howl of the locomotive on either shore, you shall find, 
with a complete installation of electric Ugjit, nickel- 
plated b inn ac l es, and a calliope attachment to her 
steam-whistle, the twelve-hundred-ton ocean-going 
steam-yacht ColwiMa, lying at her private pier, to take 
to his office, at an average speed of seventeen knots an 
hour,— and the baizes can look out for themselves,— 
Wilton Batgent, American. 
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If tlifl B^ fflar«r think ha Omja, 
Or U the slKia tUnk h« ia lUlii, 

Thej know not wall the lubtle mja 
I keep &nd pM* and tata »g»ln. 



IT was the unreproducflde alid r, as be said this 
was his " f7-i0t" visit to England, tiiat told me he 
was a New-Yoricer from New York; and wlien, in the 
course of our long, lasjr joum^ westward from Water- 
loo, he enlarged upcm the beauties of his cit7, 1, profess- 
ing ignorance, said no word. He had, amaeed and de- 
lighted at the man's civility, given the London porter a 
shilling for carrying his bag neariy fifty yards; he had 
thoroughly investigated the first-class lavatory compart- 
ment, which the London and Southwestern sometimes 
supply without extra charge; and now, half-awed, half- 
contemptuous, but wholly interested, he looked out upon 
the ordered TUnglinh landscape wrapped in its Sunday 
peace, while I watched the wonder grow upon his face. 
Why were the cars BO short and stated! Why had every 
other trei^t-car a tarpaulin drawn over itf What wages 
would an engineer get now? Where was the swanoing 
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populatloii of Eof^and he had read so much abontt 
What wBB the rank of all those men on tricyclea along 
the roads? When were we dne at PlTmouthl 

I told him all I knew, and -very much that I did not. 
He was going to Plymouth to asEdst in a consultation 
iq>on a feUow-cotrntryman who had retired to a place 
called The Hoe— was that up-town or down-townt— to 
recover from nervous dyspepsia. Yes, he himanif was a 
doctor by profession, and how any one in England could 
retain any nervous disorder passed his comprehension. 
Never had he dreamed of an atmosphere so soothing. 
Even the deep rumble of London traffic was monastical 
by comparison with some cities he could name; and the 
country— why,itwa8ParadiBe. A ccmtinuance of it, he 
confessed, would drive him mad; but for a few nLonths 
it was the most sumptuous rest-cure in his knowledge. 

" I '11 come over every 3rear after this," he said, in a 
burst of delist, as we ran between two ten-foot hedges 
of pink and white may. "It 's seeing all the things 
I 've ever read about. Of course it does n't strike you 
that way. I [resume you belong herel What a On- 
ished land it isl It 's arrived. 'Uust have been bom 
this way. Now, where I used to live— Hello 1 what 'a 
upl" 

The train stopped in a blaze of sunshine at Framlyng- 
hame Admiral, which is made up entirtdy of the name- 
board, two platforms, and an overhead bridge, without 
even the usual aiding. I had never known the slowest 
<tf locab stop here before; but on Sunday all things are 
poesihte to the London and Southweetem. One oould 
bear the drone of conversation along the carriages, and| 
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scarcely leas loud, the drone of the bumblebees in As 
wallflorwen up the bank. Uy companitm thrust bis 
heed through the windoir and sniffed luxuriously. 

" Where are we now! " said he. 

"In Wiltshire," said I. 

" Ahl A man ought to be able to write novels with 
his left hand in a country like this. Well, well] And 
so this is about Tess's country, ain't itt I feel Just as if 
I wen in a book. Si^, the conduc— tho guard has 
something on hid mind. What 's he getting at t " 

The splendid badged and belted guard was striding up 
the platform at the regulation oflloial pace, and in the 
regulation official voice was saying at each door; 

'■ Has any gentleman here a bottle of medicine t A 
gentleman has taken a bottle of poison (laudanum) by 
mistake. ' ' 

Between each five paces he looked at an official tele- 
gram in his hand, refreshed his memory, and said his 
say. The dreamy look on my companion's face— he 
had gone far away with Tees— passed with the speed of 
a snap-shutter. After the manner of his countrymen, 
he had risen to the situation, jerked his bag down from 
the overhead rail, opened it, and I heard the click of 
bottles. " Find out where tiie man is," he said briefiy. 
*' I 've got something here that will fix him— if he can 
swallow still. " 

Swiftly I Qed up the line of carriages in the wake of 
the guard. There was clamour in a rear compartment 
-~the voice of one bellowing to be let out, and the feet 
of one who kicked. With tiie tail of my eye I saw the 
Kew Yoric doctor hastening thitlker, bearing in his hand 
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■ bhw and brimming ^aaa from ttie lavator; otnnpart- 
ment. The guard I found scratching his bead unoffi- 
cially, by the engine, and murmuring: " Well, I put a 
bottle of medicine off at Andover— I 'm eure I did." 

"Better say it again, any'ow," Baid the drivor. 
*' Orders is orders. Bay it again." 

Once more the guard paced back, I, anxious to attract 
bis attrition, trotting at hia beels. 

" In a minute— in a minute, air," be aaid, waring an 
arm capable of starting all the traffic on tiie London 
and Southwestern Bailway at a wave. " Has any 
gentleman here got a bottle of medicinet A genQemaa 
has taken a bottle of poison (laudanum) by mistake." 

" Where 's the mant " I gasped. 

" Woking. 'Ere 's my orders." He showed me the 
telegram, on which were the words to be said. " 'Emust 
have left 'is bottle in the tiain, an' took another by mis- 
take. 'E 's been wirin' from Woking awful, an', now I 
come to think fd it, I 'm nearly sure I put a bottle of 
medicine off at Andover." 

" Then the man that took the poison is n't in the 
train!" 

" Lord, no, sir. No one did n't take poison that way. 
'B took it away witb 'im, in 'is 'ands. 'E 's wirin' 
beam Wokin'. Ky orders was to ask everybody in the 
trsln, and I 'ave, an' we 're four minutes late now. Are 
you comin' on, sirl Not Bight be'indl " 

There is nothing, unless, perhaps, tbe En^iab Ian 

guage, more terriUe tban tbe workings of an English 

railway-line. An instant before it seemed as though we 

were going to spend all eternity at Framlyngbame 
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Admiral, and now I was watching the tafl <rf the tnla 
disappear round the curve of the cutting. 

But I was not alone. On the one bench of the down 
platform Bat the largest oawy I have ever seen in my 
life, Bcdtened and made afEable (for be smiled generously) 
with liquor. In his huge bands he nursed an empty 
tumbler marked " L. S.W. R."— marked also, internally, 
with streaks of blue-grey sediment. Before him, a hand 
on his shoulder, stood the doctor, and as I came within 
ear-shot, this is what I heard him say : "Just you hold 
on to your patience for a minute or two longer, and 
you '11 be as right as ever you were in your life. I 'tt 
stay with you till you 're better." 

" Lordl I 'm comfortable enough," said the nawy. 
" Never felt better in my life." 

Turning to me, the doctor lowered his voice. " He 
might have died while that fool conduct— guard was 
sayii^ bis piece. I 've fixed him, though. The stufiF 's 
due in about five minutes, but tiiere 's a heap to him. 
I don't see how we can make him take exercise. " 

For the momoit I felt as though seven pounds of 
crushed ice had been neatly applied in the form of a com- 
press to my lower stomach. 

" How— how did you manage iti " I gasped. 

" I asked him if he 'd have a drink. He was knock- 
ing spots out of the car— strength of bis conetitutioa, I 
suppose. He said he 'd go 'most anywhere for a drink, 
BO I lured on to the platform, and loaded him up. 'Cold- 
Uooded people, you Britishers are. That toain 'b gone^ 
and no one seemed to care a cent." 

*' We 've missed it," I sold. 
[867] 
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He looked at me curiotudy. 

" We '11 get another before sundown, if that 'a yom 
tmly trouble. Say, porter, when 'e the next traio 
down!" 

" Seren <orty-five," said the one porter, aikd passed 
out through the wicket-gate into tiie landscape. It was 
then three-twenty of a hot and sleepy afternoon. The 
station was absolutely deserted, llie nbwy had closed 
his eyee, and now nodded. 

" That 's bad," said the doctor. " The man, I mean, 
not the train. We must make him walk somehow— 
walk up and down." 

Swiftly as might be, I explained the delicacy of the 
situation, and the doctor from New York turned a full 
bronze-green, llien he swore comprehensively at the 
entire fobrio of our glorious Constitution, cursing the 
T!ii g1i«li language, root, branch, and paradigm, through 
its most obscure derivativee. His coat and bag lay on 
the bench next to the sleeper. Thither he edged can- 
tiousty, and I saw treachery in his eye. 

What devil of delay possessed him to slip on bis spring 
overcoat, I cannot tell. They say a alight noise rouses 
a sleeper more surely than a heavy one, and scarcely 
had the doctor settled himself in his sleeves than the 
giant waked and seized that silk-faced collar in a hoi 
right hand. There was rage in his face— rage and the 
realisation of new emotions. 

" I 'm— I 'm not so ctnnfortable as I were," he said 
from the deeps of his interior. " You '11 wait along 
o' me, you vrUL" He breathed heavily through shut 
Ups. 
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How, if there was one thing more than anottier opm 
trliich the doctor had dwelt in his conversation with 
me, it was upon the essential law-abidingness, not to say 
gentleness, of his much-miarepreaented country. And 
yet itruly, it may have been no more than a button t^t 
irked him) I saw his band b«vd backwards to bis right 
hip, dutch at something, and come away empty. 

" He won't kill you, " I said. " He '11 probably sue you 
in court, if I know my own people. Better give him 
some money from time to time." 

" If he keepa quiet till the stufF gets in its work," the 
doctor answered, " I 'm all rig^t. If he does n't . . . 
my name is Emory— Julian B. Emory— 198 'Steenth 
Street, comer of Uadison and-" 

"I feel worse than I 've ever felt," said tbe oawy, 
with suddenness. "What— did— you— give— tne— the— 
drink— for?" 

The matter seemed to be so purely personal that I 
withdrew to a strategic position on tbe overhead bridge, 
and, abiding in the exact centre, looked on from afar. 

I could see the white road that ran across the shoulder 
of Balisbury Plain, unshaded for mile after mile, and a 
dot in the middle distance, tbe back of the one porter 
returning to Framlynghame Admiral, if such a place 
existed, till seven forty-five. The bell of a church in* 
visible clanked softly. There was a rustle in the hoise- 
cheetnuts to the left of the line, and the sound of sheep 
cropping close. 

^e peace of Nirvana lay upon the land, and, brooding 
in it, my elbow on the warm iron girder of the foot- 
bridge (it is a forty-shilling flue to cross by any other 
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means), I perceived, aa never before, bow the oonae- 
qitenceeof our acts run eternal through time and through 
space. If we impinge never bo elighUy upon the life of 
a fellow-mortal, the touch of our peraooality, like the 
ripple of a stone cast into a pond, widens and widens in 
unending circles across the esons, till the far-off Oods 
tiiemselvea cannot say where action ceases. Also, it 
was I who had silently set before the doctor (he tumbler 
of the first-class lavatory compartment now speeding 
Plymouthw&rd. Yet I was, in spirit at least, a million 
leagues removed from that unhappy man of another 
nationality, who had chosen to thrust an ineipert finger 
into the workings of an alien life. The machinery was 
dragging him up and down the sunlit platform. The 
two men seemed to be learning poUca-masurkas together, 
and the burden of their song, borne by one deep voice, 
was: " What did you give me the drink fort " 

I saw the fiash of silver ia the doctor's hand. Ttie 
navvy took it and pocketed it with his left; but never 
fw an instant did his strong right leave the doctor's 
coat-collar, and as the crisis approached, louder and 
louder rose his bull-like roar: " What did you give me 
the drink for?" 

They drifted tmder the great twelve-inch pinned tim- 
bws of tiie foot-bridge towards the bench, and, 1 
gathered, the time was very near at hand. The stuff 
was getting in its work. Blue, white, and blue again, 
rolled over the navvy's face in waves, till all settled te 
one rich clay-bank yellow and— that fell which fell. 

I thought of the blowing up of Hell Gate; of the gey- 

mmi in the Yellowstone PaA; of Jonah and his whale: 
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bnt tke livdy original, as I 'watched it forefihortcmed 
from above, exceeded aU these thingB. He staggered to 
the beach, the heary wooden seat cramped with iron 
cramps into the enduring stone, and dung there with 
hia left hand. It quivered and shook, as a breakwater- 
pile quivers to the rush of landward-racing eeas; nor 
was there lacking when he caught his breath, the 
" scream of a maddened beach dragged down by the 
tide." His right band was upon the doctor's edOat, so 
tliat the two shook to one parozysm, pendulums vibrat- 
ing together, while I, sfiart, shook with them. 

It was colossal— immense; but of certain manifesta- 
tions the En^isb language stops short. French only, 
the caryatid French of Victor Hugo, would have de- 
scribed it; so I mourned while I laughed, hastily shuf- 
fling and discarding inadequate adjectives. The vehe- 
mence of tiie shock spent itself , and the suflerer half fell, 
half knelt, across the bench. He was calling now upon 
Ood and his wife, huskily, as the wounded bull calls 
upon the unscathed herd to stay. Curiously enough, he 
used no bad lai^W>ge: that had gone from him with the 
rest. The doctor exhibited gold. It was taken and 
retained. So, too, was the grip on the coat-odlar. 

" If I could stand," boomed the giant, despairin^y, 
" I 'd smash you— you an' your drinks. I *m dyin'— 
dyin' — dyin' 1 " 

" Hiat 's what you tliink," said the doctor. " You '11 
find it will do you a lot of good " ; and, making a virtue 
of a somewhat imperative necessity, be added; " I '11 
stay by you. If you 'd let go of me a minute I *d give 
you something that would settle you." 
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** Tou *ve settled me now, yon damned anarchist 
Takin' the bread out of the mouth of an Kngliah vorkjn'- 
manl But I 'U keep 'old of joa till I 'm well or dead. 
I never did you no 'arm. 8'pose I were a little full. 
They pumped me out once at Guy's with a stummick- 
pump. I oould see that, but I can't see this 'ere, an' 
it 's killin' of me by slow degrees. ' ' 

" You '11 be all right in half-an-hour. What do you 
suppose I'd want to kill you for)" said the doctor, who 
came of a logical breed. 

" 'Ow do I know) Tell 'on in court. You 'U get 
seven years for this, you body-snatcher. That 's what 
you are— a bloomin' body-snatcher. There 's Justice, I 
tell you, in Eng^d; and my Union 'U prosecute, too. 
Wedon'tstandnotrickswithpeople'sinsidee'ere. They 
give a woman ten years for a sight less than this. An' 
you '11 'ave to pay 'undreda an' 'undreds o' pounds, be- 
eidee a pension to the missus. Tbu'llsee, youphysickin' 
furriner. Where 's your licence to do such) You '11 
catch it, I teU you I" 

Then I observed what I have frequently observed 
before, that a man who is but reasonably afraid of an 
altercation with an alien has a most poignant dread of 
the operations of foreign law. The doctor's voice was 
flute-like in ita exquisite politeness, as be answered: 

" But I 've given you a very great deal ot money— 
flf —three pounds, I think." 

" An' what 's three pound for poisonin' tbs likes o* 
me t They told me atQuy's I 'd fetch twenty—cold— on 
the elates. Ouhl It 's comin' again." 

A second time he was cut down by the foot, as it 
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were, and the atraining bench rocked to and fro as 1 
averted 017 eyee. 

It waa the very point of perfection in the heart of an 
English Uay-da^. The unseen tides of the air had 
turned, and all uatuie was setting its face with the 
shadows of the horse-chestnuts towards the peace of the 
ctoning ni^t. But there were hours ]ret, I knew— long, 
long hours of the eternal English twilight— to the end- 
hig of the da^. I was well content to be alive— to 
abandon myself to the drift of Time and Fate; to absorb 
great peace through my skin, and to love my country 
with the devotion that t^iree thousand miles of interven- 
ing sea bring to fullest flower. And what a garden of 
Eden it was, this fatted, clipped, and washen land I A 
man could camp in any open field with more sense of 
home and security than the statelieet buildings of foreign 
cities could aSord. And the joy was that it was all mine 
alienably— groomed hedgerow, spotlees road, decent 
greystone cottage, serried spinney , tasseUed copse, apple- 
bellied hawthorn, and well-grown tree. A light puff of 
wind— it scattered flakes of may over the gleaming rails 
—gave me a faint whiff as it might have been of fresh 
cocoanut, and I knew that the golden gorse was in bloom 
somewhere out of sight. Linnieus had thanked Ood on 
his bended knees when he first saw a field of it; and, by 
the way, the navvy was on his knees, too. But he was 
by no means prajring. He was purely disgustful. 

The doctor was compelled to bend over him, his face 
towards the bock of the seat, and from what I had seen 
I supposed the navvy was now dead. If that were the 
case it would be time for me to go; but I knew that so 
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long aa a man tnista ^litwimif to the current ctf Cumini- 
stance, reaching out for and rejecting nothing that 
comes his way, no harm can overtake him. It is the 
contriver, the echemer, who is caugjit by the Xaw, and 
never the philosopher. I knenr that when the play vaa 
played, Destiny herself vould move me on from the 
corpse; and I felt very sorry for the doctor. 

In the far distance, presumably upon the road titat 
led to Framljmgbame Admiral, there appeared a vehicle 
and a horse— the one ancient Oy that almost every vil- 
lage can produce at need. This thing was advancing, 
unpaid by me, towards the station; would have to pass 
along the deep^nit lane, below the railway-bridge, and 
come out on the doctor's side. I was in the centre of 
things, so all sides were alike to me. Here, then, was 
my machine from tiie machine. When it arrived, some- 
thing would happen, or something else. For the rest, I 
owned my deeply interested soul. 

The doctor, by the seat, turned so tar as his cramped 
position allowed, his head over his left shoulder, and 
laid his right hand upon his lips. I threw back my bat 
and elevated my eyebrows in the form of a question. 
The doctor shut his eyes and nodded his head slow^ 
twice or thrice, beckoning me to come. I descended 
cautiously, and it was as the signs had told. The nawy 
was asleep, empty to the lowest notch; yet his hand 
clutched still the doctor's collar, and at the lightest 
movement (the doctor was really very cramped) list- 
ened mechanically, as the hand of a sick woman tightens 
on that of the watcher. He had dropped, squatting 
almost upon his heels, and, falling lower, had dragged 
tits doctor over to the left. 
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Tlie doctm thnut his ri^t band, which was &ee, into 
his pocket, drew forth some keys, and shook his bead. 
The nawy gurgled in bis sleep, gently I dived into 
my pocket, took out on« aoTgreign, and beld it up be- 
tween finger and thumb. Again the doctor shook bis 
bead. Honey was not what was lacking to his peace. 
His bag had fallen from the seat to the ground. He 
looked towards it, and opened bis mouth— O-sbape. 
The catch was not a difficult one, and when I bad mas- 
tered it, the doctor's right forefinger was sawing the 
air. With an immense caution, I extracted from the 
bag such a knife as they use for cutting collops off legs. 
The doctor frowned, and with his first and second fin- 
gers imitated Uie action of scissors. Again I searched, 
and found a most diabolical pair of cock-nosed shears, 
capable of vandyking the interiors of elephanta. The 
doctor thm slowly lowered his left shoulder tiU the 
navvy's right wrist was supported by tbe bench, paus- 
ing a moment as ttie spent volcano rumbled anew. 
Lower and lower the doctor sank, kneeling now by the 
navvy's aide, till his head was on a level with, and just 
in front of, the great hairy fist, and— tb^e was no ten- 
sion on tbe coat-ocdlar. IHien light dawned on me. 

B^^inning a little to the right of the spinal column, X 
cut a huge demilune out of his new spring ovra^Mwt, 
bringing it rotmd as far under his left side (which was 
the right side of the nawy) as I dared. Passing thence 
swiftly to die back of the seat, and reaching between 
the splines, I sawed through tbe silk-faced front on tiie 
left-band side of the coat till the two cuts joined. 

Cautiously as tbe box-turtle of his native heath, the 
doctor drew away sideways and to tbe ri^t, with the 
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etir of a bruBtrated bursar coming out from under a bed, 
and stood up free, one black diagonal shoulder project 
ing through the grey of his ruined overcoat. I returned 
the sciBSOTS to the bag, snapped the catch, and held ell 
out to him as the wheels of the &j rang hollow under 
tile railway arch. 

It came at a foot^>ace post Ute wicket-gate of the 
station, and the doctor stopped it with a whiq>er. It was 
going some five miles across coimtry to bring home from 
church some one, —I could not catch the name, —because 
his own carrlage-hOTBea wer« lame. Its destinatioo 
happened to be the one place in all tiie world that the 
doctor was most bumingly anxious to visit, and he 
promised the driver untold gold to drive to some andrait 
flame of his— Helen Biases, she was called. 

" Are n't you coming, toot " he said, bundling his 
overcoat into his bag. 

Now the fly had been so obviously sent to the doctor, 
and to no one else, that I had no concern with it. Our 
roads, I saw, divided, and there was, further, a need 
upon me to laugh. 

" I shall stay hOTs," I said. " It 'b a very pretty 
country." 

" My QodI " he muimured, as softly as he shut the 
door, and I felt that it was a prayer. 

Then he went out of my life, and I Bbnpei my course 
for the railway-bridge. It was necessary to pass 1^ the 
bench once more, but the wicket was between us. The 
departure of the ffy bad waked the nawy . He crawled 
cm to the seat, and with malignant eyes watched the 
driver flog down the road. 
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•« Hie man ineddd o' that," he called, " 'as poisoned 
me. 'E 'b a bod^-anatcher. *B *s oomin' back again 
when I 'm cold. 'Ere 'a my evidence] " 

He waved his Bhare ol the overcoat, and I went mj 
way, because I was hungry. Frainlynghame Admiral 
village is a good two miles from the station, and I waked 
the holy calm of the evening every step of that way 
with shouts and yells, casting myself down in the flank 
of the good green hedge when I was too weak to stand. 
There was an inn,— a blessed inn wit^ a thatched rot^ 
and peonies in the garden,— and I ordered myself an 
upper chamber in which the Foresters held their courts 
tax the laughter was not all out of me. A bewildered 
woman brought me ham and eggs, and I leaned out of 
the mnllioned window, and lauded betwe^i mouthfuls. 
I sat long above the beer and the perfect smoke that 
followed, till tiie lights changed in the quiet street, and I 
began to think of the seven forty-five down, and all that 
world of the " Arabian Nights " I had quitted. 

Descending, I passed a giant In moleskins who flUed 
the low-ceOed tap-nxan. liany empty pbtes stood be- 
fore him, and beyond tiiema firinge of the Framlyn^iame 
Admiralty, to whom be was unfoldii^ a wondrous tale of 
anarchy, of body-snatdiing, (d bribery, and the Valley 
of the Shadow from tiie whic^ he was but newly risen. 
And as be talked he ate, and as he ate he drank, for 
there was much room in him; and anon he paid royally, 
speaking of Justice and the Law, before whom all Eng- 
lishmen are equal, and all foreigners and anatchists 
vermin and slime. 

On my mj to Hie station, he passed me with great 
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■crides, bk head id^ among the low-flying bats, hla fool 
firm on the packed road-metal, his fists clinched, and 
his breath coming sharply. There was abeautiful smell 
In the ahr— the smell of white dust, bruised nettleB, and 
smoke, that brings tears to the thioat of a man who sees 
bis country but seJdom— a smell like the echoes of the 
lost talk of lovers; the infinitely suggeetlTe odour of an 
immemorial civilisation. It was a perfect walk; and, 
lingering on every step, I came to the station just aa the 
one porter lighted the last of a truck-load of lamps, and 
■et them back in the lamp-room, while he dealt tickets 
to four or five of the population who, not contented with 
their own peace, thought fit to traveL It was no ticket 
that the navvy seemed to need. He was sitting on a 
bench, wrathfully grinding a tumbler into fragments 
with bis heel. I abode in obscurity at the end of the 
platform, interested as ever, thank Heaven, in my sur- 
roundings. There waa a jar of wheels on the road. The 
navvy rose as they approached, strode throu^ the 
wicket, and laid a hand upon a horse'e bridle that 
brought the beast up on his hireling bind legs. It was 
the [ffovidential fiy coming back, and for a moment 1 
wondered whether Hie doctor had been mad enoue^ to 
revisit his practice. 

" Get awfl^; you 're drunk," said the driver. 

" I *m not," said the navvy. " I 've been waitin* 'er« 
hours and hours. Oome out, you b^gar inside therel" 

" 60 on, driver," said a voice I did not know— a crisp, 
olear, English voice. 

" All right," said the navvy. " Yoa would n't 'aai 
Bie irtMB I waa polite. ^010 will you comet " 
(«8] 
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There was a chaam in the aide of the fly, for he had 
wrendied the door bodilj ott its hinges, and wae feeling 
Tritbin purpoeefully. A weU-booted leg rewarded him, 
and there came out, not with delight, hopping on one 
foot, a round and grey-haired BngliahmaD, from whose 
armpits dropped hymn-books, hut from his mouth an 
altogether different service of song. 

"Comeon,youhloomin'body-snatcherl Youthought 
I was dead, did you?" roared the navvy. And the re- 
spectable gentleman came accordingly, marticulate with 
rage. 

" 'Ere 's a man murderin' the Squire," the driver 
shouted, and fell from his box upon the navvy's neck. 

To do them justice, the people of Framlynghame Ad- 
miral, BO many as -w&n on the ptstfoim, rallied to the 
call in the beet spirit of feudalism. It was the one por- 
tar who beat the navvy on the nose with a ticket-punch, 
but it was the three third-daaa tickets who attached 
themselves to his l^s and freed the captive. 

"Send for a constable I lock him up! "said that man, 
adjusting his collar; and unitedly they cast him into the 
lamp-room, and turned ttie key, while the driver 
mourned over the wrecked fly. 

Till then the navvy, whose only desire was justice, 
had kept his temper nobly. Then he went Benerk be- 
fore our amased ^ee. The door of the lamp-room was 
generously constructed, and would not give an inch, 
but the window he tore from its fastenings and hurled 
outwards. The one porter counted the damage in a 
loud voice, and the others, arming themsalvee with agri- 
cultural in^lements txcaa. the station garden, kept up a 
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ceaselesB winnowing before the window, thenuelvei 
backed doee to tlie wall, and bade tho prisoner tbink of 
tlie gaol. He answered little to the point, so far aa they 
could understand ; but seeing that his exit was iropeded, 
be took a lamp and hurled it through the wrecked sash. 
It fell on the metals and went out. With inconceivable 
velocity, the others, fifteen in all, foUowed, looking like 
rockets in the gloom, and with the last (he could have 
bad no plan) the Berserk lage left him as the doctor's 
deadly iMwwage waked up, underthe stimulus of vitdent 
exercise and a very full meal, to one last cataclyamal 
exhibiticHi, and— we heard the whistle of the seven forty- 
f ve down. 

Tbey were all acutely interrated in aa much of the 
wreck as they could see, for the station smelt to Heaven 
of oil, and the engine skittered over broken glass like a 
terrier in a cucumber-frame. The guard bad to hear of it, 
and the Squire bad bis version of the brutal assault, and 
heads were out all alongthecairiages as I found measeat. 

"What Istberowt" said a young man, as I entered. 
" 'Uan drunkt " 

" Well, the symptoms, bo far as my observation baa 
gone, more resemble those of Asiatic cholera than any- 
thing else," I answered, slowly and judicially, that 
every word might carry weight in the appointed scheme 
of things. Tip till then, you will observe, I had taken 
no part in that war. 

He was an Englishman, but be collected his bdongings 
as swiftly as had the American, ages before, and leaped 
upon the platform, crying: " Can I be of any servioel 
I*ma doctor." 
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From the lamp-room I heard a wearied voice wailiiig , 
" Another bloomiu' doctorl " 

And the seven for^-flve carried me on, a step nearer 
to Eternity, by the road that is worn and seamed and 
channelled with tiie passions, and weaknesses, and 
warring interests of man who is immortal and master 
of his fate. 
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tiiria ftnd bo js, eomeoatta^ri 

The moon is ahlning u 1>ri{^t as Aaji 

liOftTe jour mpper ind le&T« your aloep. 

And oomo wiOt jom pUyfdlowa out In the Btiwk I 

Vp Qte Ikdder ftnd down the wkll— 

A CHILD of three sat up in bla crib and screamed at 
, the top of his voice, bis fists clinched and bis eyes 
full of terror. At first no one beard, for hia nursery 
was in the west wing, and the nurse was fa^lUng to a 
gardener among the laurels. Then the housekeeper 
passed that way, and hurried to soothe him. He was 
her special pet, and she disapproved of the nurse. 

" What was it, then? What was it, thent There 'b 
nothing to frighten him, Oeorgie deoi^' 

"It was— it was a policonanl He was on the Down 
—I saw him! He came in. Jane said ha would." 

" Policemen don't come Into bouses, dearie. Turn 
over, and take my band." 

" I saw him— on the Down. He came here. Where 
is your band, Harperf " 

The housekeeper waited till the sobs changed to the 
regular breathing of sleep before she stole out. 

*' Jane, what nonsense have you been telling Master 
Oeorgie about policemen^ " 
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"I Tiava D^ bdd hi™ any thing , " 

"You have. He 'a been dreaming about them." 

"We met Tiadall on Dowhead when we were in tbe 
donksT-cart this moming. Fr'aps that 'b what put it 
into his head. 

"OhI Now you are nt going to frighten the child 
into fits with your silly tales, and the master know 
notliing about it. If ever I catch you again," etc 

Achildof aix was telling himself stories as be 1^ in 
bed. It was a new poww, and he kept it a aecnet. A 
month before it had occurred to him to carr; on a nur- 
sery tale left unfinished by hia mother, and he was 
delighted to find Uie tale as it came out of his own 
head just as surprising as though he were listening to it 
" all new from the beginning." Thoo was a prince in 
(hat tale, and he killed dragons, but only for one night. 
Sver afterwards Qeorgie dubbed himself prince, pasha, 
giant-killer, and all the rost (you eee, he could not tell 
any one, for fear of being laughed at), and his tales 
faded gradually ifito dreamland, where adventures were 
so many that he could not recall the half of than. 
They all began in the same way, or, as Oeoigie ex- 
plained to the shadows of the night-light, there was 
"the same starting-ofF place" — a, pile of brushwood 
stacked somewhere near a beach ; and round this pile 
Geoi^ found himself running races with little boys and 
girls. These ended, ships ran fai|^ up tbe dry land and 
opened into cardboard bonces; or gilt-and-green iron 
railings that surrounded beautiful gardens turned all 
■oft and could be walked through and 0Teijibn)wn a» 
[3861 ---- 
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Icmg as be remembered it was only a dream. He could 
never hold that knowledge more than a few seconds ere 
things became real, and inateod of pushing down houses 
full of grown-up people (a just revenge) , he sat miserably 
upon gigantic door-steps trying to sing the multiplica- 
ti?n-tatde up to four ^mes six. 

Tlte princesB cd his tales was a person of wonderful 
beauty (she came frcon the old illustrated editioD oi 
Grinun, now out of print), and as she always applauded 
Georgie's valour among the dragons and buQaloea, he 
gave her the two finest namee he had ever heard in bis 
lif»— Annie and Louise, pronounced "Annieanlouise." 
When the dreams swamped the stories, she would change 
into one of the little gurls round the brushwood-pile, still 
keeping her title and crowni. She saw Qeorgie drown 
once in a dream-sea by tte beach (it was the day after 
he had been taken to bathe in a real sea by bis nurse) ; 
and he said as he sank: " Poor Annieanlouise I She 11 
be sorry for me now I" But "Annieanlouise," walking 
slowly on the beach, called, "'Hal hal' said tiie duck, 
laughing," whioh to a waking mind might not seem to 
bear on the situation. It consoled Q«s^e at onoe, and 
V must have been some kind of spell, for it raised the bot- 
t<Mp of the deep, and he waded out with a twelve-imdi 
floA'er-pot on each foot. As bs was strictly forbidden 
ta meddle with flower-pots in real life, he felt triumph- 
ditly wicked. 

I The movemenlB of the grown-ups, whom Qeorgte 
olerated, but did not pretend to understand, removed 
I wortd, when he was seven years old, to a place 
I887J 
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jailed " Oxfcn^-cm-a-visit." H«% were huge biifldingj 
BiuToanded bf vast prairiea, with streets of infinite 
length, and, above oU, something called the " buttery," 
which G«orgie was dying to see, because he knew U 
must be greasy, and therefore delightfuL He perceived 
how correct were his judgments when his nurse led bim 
through a stone arch into the presence of an encmnously 
fat man, who asked him if he would like some bread 
and cheese, Georgie was used to eat all round the dock, 
BO he took what " buttery " gave him, and would have 
taken some brown liquid colled " auditale " but that his 
nurse led him away to an afternoon performanoe of a 
thing called "Pepper's Ohost." ^lis was intensely 
thrilling. Pei^le's beads came off and flew all over the 
stage, and skeletons danced bone hy bone, whUe Or. 
Pepper himself, b^ond question a man of the worst, 
waved his arms and flapped a long gown, and in a deep 
baas voice (Gtoorgie had never heard a man sing before) 
told of his sorrows unspeakable. Some grown-up or 
othw tried to explain that the illusion was made with 
mirrors, and that there was no need to be frightened. 
Oeorgie did not know what illufdons were, but be did 
know that a mirror was the looking-glass with the ivory 
handle on his mother's dressing-table. Therefore th- 
"grown-up" was "just saying things" after the i 
Imesing custom of " grown-ups," and Georgie castaboV 
for amusement between scenes. Next to him sat a litt [^ 
girl dressed all in black, her hair oombed off her forehet 
exactly like the girl in the book called " Alice in \roi 
derland,*'whichhadbeengivenhimonhi8lastbirthdayf 
The little girl looked at Oeorgie, and Georgie looked sT 
[8881 
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liOT. There seemed to be no need of any furttier intro- 
duction. 
^' I 've got a cut on my thumb," said he. It vaa the 
first work of his first real knife, a savage triangular 
hack, and he esteemed it a most valuable posseesion. 

"I 'm tho thoiryl" she lisped. "Let me look— 
pleatfae." 

" There 's a di-ack-lum plaster on, but it 's all raw 
under," Qeorgie answered, complying. 

" Dothent it hurtt "—her grey eyea were full of pity 
and interest. 

" Awt'ly. Peihapa it will ^ve me lockjaw," 

"It lookth very horrid. I 'm tho thorryl" She 
put a forefinger to his hand, and held her head sidewise 
for a better view. 

Here tl^ nurse turned, and shook him severely. 
"You mustn't talk to strange little gtris, Master 
Georgie," 

" She Is n't strange. She 's very nice. I like hoe, 
an' I 've showed her my new cut." 

" The ideal You change places with me." 

She moved him over, and shut out the little girl from 
his view, while the grown-up behind renewed the futile 
explanations. 

" I am not afraid, truly," said the boy, wiig^ing in 
deepair; " but why don't you go to sleep in the after^ 
noons, same aa Provost of Oriell " 

Oeorgie had been introduced to a grown-up of that 
name, who slept in his presence without apology. 
Qeorgie understood that he was the most important 
yrown-up in Oxford; hence he strove to gild his rebuke 
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with flattwies. ^liB grown-up did not aeem to like it, 
but he Gtdlapaed, and Oeorgie lay back in his Beat, silent 
and enraptured. Mr. P^>per was singing again, and 
the de^, ringing voice, the red firs, and Hbe misty, 
waving gown all seemed to be mixed up with the little 
girl who had been so kind about his cut. When the 
petformance was ended she nodded to Oeorgie, and 
QeoTgie nodded in return. He spoke no more than was 
necessary till bedtime, but meditated on new colors and 
sounds and li^ts and music and things as far as ha 
understood tiiem; the deep-mouthed agony of Mr. Pep- 
per mingling with the Utile girl's lisp. That night ha 
made a new tale, from which he shamelessly renLored 
theBapunsel-Bapunzel-let-down-youT-faairprincees, gold 
crown, Grimm edition, and all, and put a new Annie- 
anlouise in her place. So it was perfectly.rig^t and 
natural that when he came to the brushwood-pQe be 
should find her waiting for him, her hair combed off her 
forehead more like Alice in Wonderland than ever, and 
the races and adventures began. 

Ten years at an English public school do not encour- 
age dreaming. Oeorgie won his growth and chest 
measurement, and a few other things which did not ap- 
pear in the bills, under a system of cricket, foot-ball, 
and piq>er-chases, from four to five days a week, which 
provided for three lawful cuts of a ground-ash if any 
hoy absented himaelf from these entertainments. He 
becamearumple-coUared, dusty-hatted fag of tlie Lower 
Third, and a light half-back at little Side foot-ball; was 
pushed and prodded through the slack back-waters of 
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tba Lower Fourth, where the raffle of a school gmeralljr 
accumulatee ; won his ' ' second-fifteen ' ' cap at foot-ball, 
enjoyed the di^^ty of a study with two companions in 
it, and be^ian to look forward to office as a suh-piefect. 
At last he bloBsomed into full glory aa head of the school, 
ez-offlcio captain of the games ; head of his house, vben 
he and his lieutenants preserved discipline and decent^ 
among seventy boys from twelve to seventeen; graieral 
arbiter in the quarrels that spring up among the touchy 
Sixth— and intimate friend and ally of the Head himseU. 
When he stuped forth in the black jersey, white knick- 
era, and Uack stockingB of the First Fifteen, the new 
match-ball under his arm, and his old and frayed cap at 
the back ot bia head, the small fry of the lover forms 
stood apart and worshipped, andthe"newc^>s"oftbe 
team talked to him ostentatiously, that the worid might 
see. And so, in summer, when he came back to the 
pavHion attex a slow but eminently safe game, it mat- 
tered not whether be had made nothing or, as once 
happened, a hundred and three, tiie school shouted just 
the same, and women-folk who had come to look at the 
match looked at Cottar— Cottar, mqfor; " that 's Oot- 
tarl " Above all, he was ree|>onsitde for that thing 
called the tone of the school, and few realise with what 
passionate devotion a certain type of boy throws him- 
self into tiiis work. Hom« was a far-away country, full 
of ponies and fishing and shooting, and men-visiton 
who interfered with one's plans; but school was the real 
world, where tilings of vital importance happened, and 
crises arose that must be dealt with promptly and quietly . 
Not for nothing was it written, *' Let the Ooosuls look to 
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tt that Iho Republic takes no harm," and Qeorgle was 
gjad to be bat^ in authority when the holidays ended. 
Behind him, but not too near, was the vise and tem- 
perate Head, now su^esting the wisdom of Ae serpent, 
now counBdUng the mildness of the dove; leading him 
on to see, more by haU-bints than by any direct word, 
how boys and men are all of a piece, and how he who 
can handle the one will aasuredly in time control the 
other. 

For the rest, die school was not encouraged to dwell 
on its emotions, but rather to keep in hard condition, to 
avoid false quantities, and to enter the army direct, 
without tba help of the expensiTe London crammer, 
mider whose roof young blood learns too nmch. Cottar, 
mq/cn-, went the way of hundreds before him. The Head 
gave him six months' final polish, taught him what kind 
d answers beet please a certain kind of examiners, and 
handed him over to the properly constituted authorities, 
who passed him into Sandhurst. Here he had sense 
enough to see that he was in the Lower Third once more, 
and b^^aved with respect toward his seniors, till they 
In turn respected him, and he was promoted to the rank 
<d corporal, and sat in authority over mixed peoples 
with all the vices of men and boys combined. His re- 
ward was another string of athletic cups, a good-con- 
duct Bwprd, and, at last. Her Majesty's commission as 
a subaltern in a first-class line raiment. He did not 
know that he bore with him from school and college a 
character worth much fine gold, but was pleased to find 
his mess so kindly. He had plenty of money of his 
own; bis training had set the publio-schodl mask -apoa 
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hin &ce, ftnd bod taught Mm how maDy wore ths 
"thinga no fellow can do." B7 virtue of the samfl 
training he kept his pores open and his mouth shut. 

The regular wotUng of the Empire shifted his world 
to India, where he tasted utter loneliness in subaltern's 
quarters, —one roonL and one bullock-trunk, —and, with 
his mess, learned the new life from the b^nming. But 
tha« were horses in the land— ponies at reasonable 
price; there was polo for such as could afford it; tiiere 
were the dUr^utable remnants of a pack of bounds; 
and Cottar worried his way along without too much 
despair. It dawned on him that a regiment in India 
was nearer the chance of active service than he had 
conceived, and that a man might as well study his 
profession. A major of the new school backed this idea 
with enthusiasm, and he and Cottar accumulated a 
library of military works, and read and argued and dis- 
puted far into the nights. But the adjutant said the 
old thing: "Qet to know your men, young un, and 
th^ '11 follow you anywhere. That *b all you want- 
know your men." Cottar thought be knew them fairly 
well at cricket and the regimental sports, but he never 
realised the true inwardness of them till he was sent off 
witb a detachment of twenty to sit down In a mud fort 
near a rushing rivw which was spanned by a bridge of 
boats. When the floods came they went forth and 
hunted strayed pontoons along the bonks. Otherwise 
there was nothing to do, and the men got drunk, gam- 
bled, and quarrelled. They were a sickly crew, for a 
junior subaltern is by custom saddled with the worst 
men. Cottar endured their rioting as long as he conld, 
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•nd then sent down-oounby foradonnpairaof bozlnff- 

" I would n't blame you for Oghtln'," said be, " if 
joa only knew how to use your bands; but you don't. 
lake these things, and I '11 show you." The men 
appreciated bis dforts. Now, instead at blaflpbeming 
and Bwearing at a comrade, and tbreatening to shoot 
him, they could take bim apart,- and soothe tiiemselves 
to ezbausticm. As one explained whom Cottar found 
with a shut eye and a diamond-shaped mouth spitting 
blood through an em.brasure: " We tried it with the 
gloree, sir, for twenty minutes, and fftat done us no 
good, sir. Then we took off the gloves and tried it that 
way tat another twenty minutes, same as you showed 
us, sir, an' that done us a world o' good. "S was n't 
fle^tin', sir; there was a bet tm." 

Cottar dared not lau£^ but be invited his men to 
otiiw sports, such as racing across country in shirt and 
trousers after a trail of torn paper, and to sin^-stick in 
the evenings, till the native populatimk, wbo had a lust 
for sport in every form, wished to know wbether the 
white men understood WTestling. They sent in on 
ambassador, who took the soldiers by the neck and 
threw ttiem about the dust; and tiia entire command 
were all for this new game. Tbey spent money on 
learning new falls and holds, which was better than 
buying otber doubtful commodities; and tbe peasaiHIiy 
grinned five deep round the tournaments. 

That detachment, who had gone up in bullock-carts, 

returned to headquarters at an average rate of thirty 

Viilfls a day, fair hed-and-toe; no sick, no prisoners, 
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and no court marttalB peading. They scattered than- 
■elTee anumg their frieodB, singlDg the praiaee of their 
lieutenant and looking for causea of ofleose. 

" How did 70U do it, young nnt " the ^^Jul^ asked. 

*' Oh, I sweated the beef off 'em, and then I sweated 
■ome muscle on to 'em. It was rather a lark." 

" If that *« your way of lookin' at it, we can give 
you all ttie larks yon want. Young Daviee is n't feelin* 
quite fit, and he *s next for detachment dn^. Oare to 
go for himi " 

" 'Sure -he would n't mludf I dont want to shove 
myself forward, yon know," 

"You need n't bother on Davies's account. We 'H 
give you the aweepin's of the corps, and you can see 
what you can make of 'em." 

'< All right," said Cottar. " It 's better fun than 
loafln' about cantonments." 

" Bummy thing," said the adjutant, after Oottar had 
returned to his wilderness with twenty other devils 
worse than the first. " If Oottar only knew it, half the 
womm in the station would give their eyes— confound 
'eml— to have the young un in tow." 

" That accounts for Mrs. ESery sayin* I was woiUn* 
my nice new boy too hard," said a wing commander. 

" Oh, yes; and * Why does n't he come to the band- 
stand in the evenlngst * and ' Can't I get him to make 
up a four at tennis with the Hammon girlsf ' " the ad- 
jutant snorted. " Look at young Daviee makin* an 
ass of hi'TTiBftlf over m i^ ttim-Hrai^o pjj-fyi-ininh n1l^ enou{^ 
to be his motherl" 

** No one oan accuse young Oottar <rf runnin aftei 
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iromen, white or black," the major replied thoughtfully. 
" But, then, that 'b the kind that generally goes the 
worst muclcer in the md." 

" Not Oottar, I 've otAy run acroBs one of his mus- 
ter before— a fellow called Inglee, in South Africa. He 
waa just the same hard-trained, athletic -sports build of 
animal. Always kept himself in the pink of condition. ' 
Did n't do him much good, though. 'Shot at Wessel- 
Btroom the week before Hajuba. Wonder how the 
young un will lick his detachment into shape." 

Cottar turned up six weeks later, on foot, with his 
pupils. He never told his experiences, but the men 
sp<^e enthuBiaatically, and fragments of it leaked back 
to the colonel throng sergeants, bfttmeu, and the like. 

There was great jealousy between the first and second 
detachments, but the men united in adoring Ckittar, and 
their way of showing it was by sparing him all the 
trouble that men know how to make for an unloved 
officer. He soi^ht popularity aa little as he had sought 
it at school, and therefore it came to him. He favoured 
no one— not even when the company sloven pulled the 
company cricket-match out of the fire with an unex- 
pected forty-three at the last moment. There was very 
httle getting round him, for he seemed to know by 
instinct exactly when and where to head off a malin- 
gerer ; but he did not forget that the difference between 
a dased and sulky junior of the upper school and a be- 
wfldered, browbeaten lump of a private fresh from the 
depot was very small indeed. The aeii^eBntB. seeing 
these things, told him secreta generally hid from young 
officers. His words were quoted as barrack authority 
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on beta in canteen and at tea; and the Terieet direw ol 
the cotpe, burating with charges against other women 
who had used the cooking-ranges out Of turn, forbore 
to speak when Cottar, as the regulations ordained, 
aaked of a morning if there were " any complaints.^' 

" I 'm full o' complaints," said ICrs. Corporal Uor- 
rison, " an' I 'd kill O'Halloran'B fat bow of a wife aujr 
day, but ye know how it is. 'E puta 'is head just inside 
the door, an' looks down 'is blessed nose so bashful, 
an' 'e whispers, 'Any oomplaintsf ' Ye can't complain 
after that. I want to kiss him. Some day I think I 
will. Heigh-hol she '11 be a lucky woman that geta 
Young Innocence. See 'im now, girls. Do ye blame 
me?" 

Cottar was cantering across to polo, and he looked a 
very satisfactory figure of a man as he gave eadly to 
the first excited bucks of his pony, and dipped over a 
low mud wall to (he practice-ground. There were 
more than Hrs. Corporal Horrison who felt as she did. 
But Cottar was busy for eleven hours of the day. He 
did not care to have his tennis spoiled by petticoats in 
the court; and after one long afternoon at a garden- 
party, he explained to his major that this sort of thing 
was "futile piffle," and the major laughed. Theirs 
was not a married mess, except for Ute colonel's wife, 
and Cottar stood in awe of the good lady. She said 
" my regiment, ' ' and the world knows what that means. 
None the lees, when they wanted her to give away the 
prizes after a shooting-match, and she refused because 
one of the prize-winners was married to a girl who had 
made a jest of her behind her broad back, the mess 
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(adered Cottar to " tackle her," in bis beet oalUng-kit. 
Hub he did, dmplj and laboriouBly, and she gave way 
altogether. 

"Sheooly wanted to know the facte of the caae," he 
a^ilained. " I just told her, and she saw at once." 

" Ye-ee," aald the adjutant. " I expect that 's what 
she did. Oomin' to the Fusiliers' dance to-ni^t, Qala- 
hadt" 

*' No, thanks. I Ve got a flg^t on with the major." 
The virtuous iqiprentice sat up till tnidni^t in the 
major's quarters, with a stop-watch and a pair of com- 
passes, ifHifting UtUe painted lead-blocks about a four 
inch map. 
^^ (Then he turned in and slept the sleep of innocence, 
which is full of healthy dreamt One peculiarity of bia 
dreams he noticed at t|te beginning of his sec<md hot 
weather. Two or three times a month titey duplicated 
or ran in aeries. He would And TitniBftlf Bljding into 
dreamland by the same road— a road that ran akmg a 
beach near a pile of bnuhwood. To the right lay tiis 
sea, sometimes at full tide, sometimes withdrawn to the 
very horiEon; but he knew it for the same sea. By 
that road he would travel over a swell of rising ground 
covered with short, withered grass, into valleys of won- 
der and unreason. Beyond the ridge, which waa 
crowned with some sort of street-lamp, anything wa« 
possible; but up to the lamp it seemed to him that he 
knew the road as well as he knew the parade-ground 
He kamed to look forward to the place; for, once there, 
he was sure of a good night's rest, and Indian hot 
weather can be rather trj^sg. First, shadowy undes 
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cdodng eyelida, would come the outline of the brush- 
wood-pOe , next the white sand of the beach-road, ahnost 
overhanging the black, changeful sea; then the turn in- 
land and uphill to the ain^ li^t. When he was unrest- 
fill for any reason, he would tell himself how he was sure 
to get there— sure to get there— if he shut his eyes and 
surrendered to the drift of things. But one night after 
a fotdishly hard hour's polo (the themunneter was 94° 
in his quarters at ten o'clock), sleep stood away from 
him altogether, though he did his best to find tbo wdl- 
known road, the point where true sleep b^an. At last 
be saw the brushwood-pile, and hurried along to the 
ridge, for behind him he felt was the wide-awake, sul- 
try world. He reached the lamp in safety, tingling 
with drowsiness, when a policeman— a common coun- 
try policeman— sprang up before him and touched him 
on the shoulder ere he could dive into the dim valley 
below. He was filled with terror,— the hopeless terror 
of dreams,— for the policeman said, in the awful, dis- 
tinct voice of dream-people, "I am PoUceman Day 
coming back from the City of Sleep. You come with 
me." Georgie knew it was true— that just beyond him 
ix> the valley lay the lights of the City of Sleep, where 
be would have been sheltered, and that this Pollce- 
man-lliing had full power and authority to head him 
back to miserable wakefulness. Bo found himself 
looking at the moonlight on the wall, dripping with 
fright; and he never overcame that horror, though he 
met the Policeman several times that hot weather, and 
his coming was the forerunner of a bad night. 
But otiter dreams— perfectly absurd ones— filled him 
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with an incommunicable delight. All those that bt 
remembered began by the brushwood-pile. For in- 
stance, he found a small clockwork steamer (he had 
noticed it many nights before) lying by the eea-road, 
and stepped into it, whereupon it moved with surpaas- 
ing swiftness over an absolutely level sea. This was 
glorious, for be felt he was exploring great matters ; and 
it stopped by a lily carved in stone, which, most natu- 
rally, floated on the water. Seeing the lily was labelled 
"HoDg-Eong," GeorgieBaid: "Of course. This is pre- 
cisely what I expected Hraig-Eong would be like. How 
magnificent 1 " Thousands of miles farther on it halted 
at yet another stone lily, labelled "Java"; and this, 
again, delighted him hugely, because he knew that now 
be was at the world's end. But the little boat ran on 
and on till it lay in a deep fresh-water lock, the aides of 
which were carven marble, green with moss. Ijly-pads 
lay on the water, and reeds arched above. Some coie 
moved among the reeds— some one whom Qecogie knew 
he had travelled to this world's end to reach. Ibere- 
fore everything was entirely wdl with him. He was 
unspeakaUy happy, and vaulted over the ship's aide to 
find this person When hia feet touched that still water, 
it changed, with theruatle of unrolling maps, to nothing 
lees than a sixth quarter of the globe, beyond the most 
remote imagining of man— a place where islands were 
coloured yellow and blue, their lettering strung across 
tiieir faces, ^ley gave on unknown seas, and Oeorgie's 
urgent desire was to return swiftly across Hob floating 
atlas to known bearings. He told himself repeatedly 
that it was no good to hurry; but still he hurried de» 
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praatdy, and the islands slipped and slid under Us feet, 
the etraits yawned and widened, till he found himself 
utterly lost in the world's fourth dimension, with no 
hope of return. Tet only a little distance away he 
could Bee the old world with the rivers and mountain- 
chains marked according to the Sandhurst rules of 
map-making. Then that person for whom he had come 
to the Lily Lock (that was its name) ran up across un- 
explored territories, and showed him a way. They fled 
hand in hand till they reached a road that spanned 
ravines, and ran along the edge of precipices, and was 
tunnelled through mountains. " This goes to our 
brushwood-pile, ' ' said his companion; and all his trouble 
was at an end. He took a pony, because he understood 
that this was the Thirty-Uile Bide and he must ride 
swiftly, and raced through the clattering tunnels and 
round the curves, always downhill, till he heard the 
sea to his left, and saw it raging under a full moon, 
against sandy cMs. It was heavy going, but he recog- 
nised the nature of tiie country, the dark -purple downs 
inland, and the bents that whistled in the wind. The 
road was eaten away in places, and the sea lashed at 
him— black, foamless tongues of smooth and glossy 
rollers; but he was sure that tbeie was less danger tcora 
the sea than from "Them," whoever "They" were, 
inland to his right. He knew, too, that he would bo 
safe if he could reach the down with the lamp on it. 
This cune as he expected : he saw the one light a mile 
ahead along the beach, dismounted, turned to the right, 
walked quietly over to the brushwood-pile, found the 
little steaxoer had returned to the beach whence he had 
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unmoored it, uid— must have fallen asleep, for be could 
remwQber no more, " I'mgettin' the hang of the geog- 
raphy of that place," he said to himself, as he shaved 
next morning. " I must have made some sort of circle. 
Let 'b see. The Thirty-Uilo Bide (now how the deuce 
did I know it was called the Thirty-Mile Bidet) join» 
the sea-road beyond the first down where the lamp is 
And that atlas-cotmtry lies at the back of the Thirty- 
Uile Bide, somewhere out to the right beyond tiie bills 
and tunnels. Bumniy things, dreams. 'Wonder what 
makes mine fit into each other sot " 

He continued on his solid way through the recurrmg 
duties of the seasons. The regiment was shifted to 
another station, and he enjoyed road-marchli^ for two 
months, with a good deal of mixed shooting thrown in, 
and when they reached their new cantonments he 
became u member of the local Tent Club, and chased 
the mighty boar on horseback with a short stahhing- 
Bpear. There he met the maJtaeer of the Poonch, beside 
whom the tarpon is as a herring, and he who lands him 
can say that he is a fisherman. This was as new and as 
fascinating as the big-game shooting that fell to his 
portion, when he had himself phot<^^phed for the 
mother's benefit, sitting on the flank of his first tiger. 

Then the adjutant was promoted, and Cottar rejAiced 
with him, for he admired the adjutant greatly, and 
marvelled who might be big enough to fill his place; so 
that he nearly collapsed when the mantle foU on his 
own shoulders, and the colonel said a fen sweet things 
that made him blush. An adjutant's position does not 
differ materially from that of head of the school, and 
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Cottar stood In the Bame relation to the coUmel as 1m 
had to his old Head in England. Only, tempers wear 
out in hot weather, and things were said and done that 
tried him sorely, and he made glorious blunders, from 
which (he regimental sergeant-major pulled him with 
a loyal soul and a shut mouth. Slovens and incompe- 
tents raged i^ainst him; the weak-minded strove to 
lure him from the ways of justice; the small-minded- 
yea, men whom Cottar believed would never do " things 
no fellow can do"— imputed motives mean and circuit* 
ous to actions that he had not spent a thought upon; 
and hetasted injustice, and itmade him very sick. But 
his consolation came on parade, when he looked down 
the full companies, and reflected how few were in hos- 
pital or cells, and wondered when the time would come 
to try the machine of his love and labour. 

But they needed and expected the whole of a man's 
working-day, and maybe Uiree or four hours of the 
night. Curiously enough, be never dreamed about the 
regiment as he was popularly supposed to. The mind, 
set free from the day's doings, generally ceased work- 
ing altogether, or, if it moved at all, carried him along 
the old beach-road to the downs, the lamp-post, and, 
cmce in a whUe, to terrible Policeman Day. The second 
time that he returned to the world's lost continent (this 
was a dream that repeated itself again and again, with 
variations, on the same ground) he knew that if he only 
flat still the person from the Lily Lock would help him, 
and he was not disappointed. Sometimes he was 
trapped in mines of vast depth hollowed out of the heart 
of the worid, where men in torment chanted echoing 
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Hongs; and he heard this person coming along throu^ 
the galleries, and eTerything was made safe and delight- 
ful. They met again in low-roofed Indian railway-car- 
riages that halted in a garden surrounded bf gilt-and- 
green railings, where a mob of stony white people, all 
unfriendly, sat at breaUast-tablea covered with rosee, 
and separated Oeorgie from his companion, while 
underground voices sang deep-voiced songs. G«orgie 
was filled with enormous despair till they two met again. 
They foregathered m the middle of an endless, hot 
tropic night, and crept into a huge house that stood, he 
knew, somewhere north of the railway-station where 
the people ate among the roses. It was surrounded 
with gardens, all moist and dripping; and in (me room, 
reached throu^ leagues of whitewashed passages, a 
Bick Thing lay in bed. Now the least noise, (Oeorgie 
knew, would unchain some waiting horror, and his can- 
panion knew it, too ( but when their eyes met across the 
bed, Oeorgie was disgusted to see that she was a child 
—a little girl in strapped shoes, with her black hair 
combed back from her forehead. 

" What disgraceful follyl " he thought. *' Now she 
could do nothing whatever if Its head came oft." 

Then the Thing coughed, and the ceiling shattered 
down in plaster on the mosquito-netting, and " They " 
rushed in from all quarters. He dragged the child 
through the stifling garden, voices chanting behind 
them, and they rode the Thirty-Mile Bide under whip 
and spur along the sandy beach by the booming sea, till 
they came to the downs, the lamp-post, and the brush- 
wood-pile, which was safety. Very often dreams would 
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break np about them in this fashion, and th«y would 
be BCiparated, to dndure awful adventures alone. But 
the most ATnuHing times were when he and she had a 
clear understanding that it was all make-believe, and 
walked through mile-wide roaring rivers without even 
taking off their shoes, or set light to populous cities to 
see how they would bum, and were rude as any chil- 
dren to the vague shadows met in their rambles. Later 
in the night they were sure to suffer for this, either at the 
hands of the Railway People eating among the roses, 
or in the tropic uplands at the far end of the Thirty-Mile 
Ride. Together, this did no much affright them; but 
often Qeorgie would hear her shrill cry of " Boy 1 Boy I" 
half a world away, and hurry to her rescue before 
" They" maltreated her. 

He and she explored the dark-purple downs as far 
inland from the brushwood-pile as they dared, but that 
was always a dangerous matter. The interior was filled 
with " Them," and " They " went about singing la the 
hollows, and Oeoigie and she felt safer aa or near the 
seaboard. So thoroughly had he come to know the 
place of his dreams that even waking he accepted it as a 
real country, and made a roug^ sketch of it. He kept 
his own counsel, of course; but the permanence of tiie 
land puzzled him. His ordinary dreams were as form- 
less and as fleeting as any healthy dreams could be, but. 
ODce at the brushwood- pUe he moved within known 
limits and could see where he was going. There were 
months at a time when nothing notable crossed his sleep. 
Then the dreams would come in a batch of five or six. 
and next morning the map that he kept in his writing- 
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case would be writtea up to date, for Oeoi^e was a 
most methodical peraon. There was, indeed, a danger 
—his seniors said so— of bis developing into a regular 
" Auntie Fuss" of an adjutant, and when an o£Scer 
N 
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once takes to old-maidiam there is more hope for the 
virgin of aeventy than for him. 

But fate sent the change that was needed. In the 
shape of a Uttle winter campaign on the Border, which, 
after the manner of little campaigns, flashed out into a 
very u^j war; and Cottar's regiment was chosen 
unong the first. 

" Now," said a major, " this '11 shake the cobweb* 
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out of UB all— especially you, O^Ahad; and we cao see 
what your hen-with-one-cbick attitude has done for the 



Cottar nearly wept vriQi joy as the campaign watt 
forward, ^ey were fit— pfayeicaUy fit beyond the other 
troops; they were good children in camp, wet or dry, 
fed or unfed; and they followed their officers' with the 
quick flupplenesa and trained obedience of a flrst-claas 
foot-ball fifteen. They were cut off from their apology 
forsbase, andcheerfullycuttheirwaybackto it again; 
they crowned and cleaned out hills full of the enemy 
with the predsion of well-broken dogs of chaae; and in 
the hour of retreat, when, hampered with the sick and 
wounded of the column, they were persecuted down 
eleven miles of waterless Talley, they, serving as reai^ 
guard, covered themselves with a great giory in the 
eyes of fellow-professionals. Any regiment can advance, 
but few know how to retreat with a sting in the tail. 
Then they turned to made roads, most often under fire, 
and dismantled some inconvenient mud redoubts. 
They were the last corps to be withdrawn when the 
rubbish of the campaign was all swept up; and after a 
month in standing camp, which tries morals severely, 
they departed to their own place in column of fours, 

ringing- 

*"E '■ goin' to do without 'om— 

Don't wuit 'em any mor« ; 

"B 'a goin' to do without 'mn, 

As '« 'b often done before. 

V '■ goin' to be a maitjr 

On a 'Ighly novel pluL 
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An' «11 the bojs and girla will mj, 
'Owl whftt R nice young man — m»D — maat 
Owl whftt a niee TOung nunt ' " 

There came out a "Gazette" in which CottAr found 
that he had been behaving with " coura^ and coolnees 
and discretion" in all his capacities; that he had as- 
sisted the wounded under fire, and blown in a gate, also 
under fire. Net result, his captaincy and a braret ma- 
jority, coupled with the Distinguished Service Order. 

As to his wounded, he explained that they were both 
heavy men, whom he could lift more easily than any 
one else. " Otherwise, of course, I should have sent 
out one of my men; and, of course, about that gate 
business, we were safe the minute we were well under 
the walls." But this did not prevent his men from 
cheering him furiously whenever they saw him, or the 
mess from giving him a dinner on the eve of his 
departure to England. (A year's leave was among the 
things he had ' ' snaffled out of the campaign," to use his 
own words.) The doctor, who had taken quite as much 
as was good for him, quoted poetry about "a good blade 
carving the casques of men, " and so on, and everybody 
told Cottar that he was an excellent person; but when 
he rose to make his maiden speech they shouted so that 
he was understood to say, " It is n't any use tryin' to 
speak with you chaps rottin' me like this. Let 's have 
some pool." 

It is not unpleasant to spend eight-and-twenty days 
in an easy-going steamer on warm waters, in the com- 
pany of a woman who lets you see that you are head 
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and shoulders superior to the rest of the irorld, evtn 
though that woman may be, and most often ia, ten 
counted yeam your eenior, P. O. boats are not lighted 
with the disgustful particularity of Atlantic liners. 
There is more phosphorescence at the hows, and greater 
silence and darkness by the hand-steering gear aft. 

Awful things might have happened to Qeorgie but for 
the little fact that he had never studied the fint prin- 
ciples of the game be was expected to play. So when 
Mrs. Zuleika, at Aden, told htm how motherly an inter- 
est she felt in his welfare, medals, brevet, and all, 
Oeorgie took her at the foot of the letter, and promptly 
talked of his own mother, three hundred miles nearer 
each day, of his home, and so forth, all the way up the 
Bed Sea. It was much easier than be bad supposed to 
converse witbawomanforonhouratatime. TbenUrs. 
Zuleika, tunung from parental affection, spoke of love 
in the abstract as a thing not unworthy of study, and 
in discreet twilights after dinner demanded confidences, 
Qeorgie would have been delighted to supply them, but 
be had none, and did not know it was his duty to manu- 
facture them. UTS. Zuleika expressed surprise and 
unbelief, and asked those questions which de^jLaflk&pf 
_^eep. She learned all that was necessary to conviction, 
and, being very much a woman, resumed (Qeorgie 
never knew that she had abandoned) the motherly at- 
titude. 

" Do you know," she said, somewhere in the Medi- 
terranean, " I think you 're the very dearest boy 1 
have ever met in my life, and I 'd like you to remem- 
ber me a little. You will when you are <^er, but I 
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trant you to remember me now, Tou '11 make some 
girl very happy." 

" Obi Hope BO," Baid Oeorgle, gravely ; " but there's 
heaps of time for marryin' an' all that sort of thing, 
ain't there! " 

" That depends. Here are your bean-bags for the 
lAdieB' Competition. I think I 'm growing too old to 
care for these tamatAat,", 

They were getting up sports, and Qeorgie was on the 
committee. He never noticed how perfectly the bags 
were sewn, but another woman did, and smiled— once. 
He liked Mrs. Zuleika greatly. She was a bit old, of 
course, but uncomnumly nice. There was no nonsense 
about her. , 

A few nights after they passed Olbraltar his dream 
returned to him. She who waited by the brushwood- 
pile wsfi no longer a little girl, but a woman with black 
hair that grew into a " widow's peak," combed back 
from her forehead. He knew her for the child in black, 
the companion of the last six years, and, as it had been 
in the time of the meetings on the Lost Continent, he 
was filled with delight unspeakable. < ' They, ' ' for some 
dreamland reason, were friendly or had gone awuy Hxat 
night, and the two flitted together over all their coun- 
try, from the brushwood-pile up the Thirty-Mile Bide, 
till they saw the House of the Sick Thing, a pin-point 
in the distance to the left ; stamped through the Railway 
Waiting-room where the roses lay on the spread break- 
fast-tables; and returned, by the ford snd the city they 
bad once burned for sport, to the great swells of the 
downs under the lamp-post. Wherever they moved a 
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strong Bingliig followed them underground, but this 
night there was no panic. All the land waa empt; 
except for themselTeB, and at the last (they were Bit- 
ting by the lamp-pOBt hand in hand) she turned and 
kissed him. He woke with a start, staring at the 
waving curtain of the cabin door; be could almost 
have sworn that the kies was real. 

Next morning the ship was rolling in a Biscay sea, 
and people were not happy; but as Qeorgie came to 
breakfast, shaven, tubbed, and smelling of soap, several 
turned to look at him because of the light in his eyes 
and the splendour of his countenance. 

" WeU, you look besstly fit," snapped a neighbour. 
" Any one left you a legacy in the middle of the Bay t " 

QeoTgie reached for the curry, witb a seraphic grin. 
" I suppose it 's the gettin' so near home, and all that. 
I do feel rather festive this momin'. 'Bolls a bit, 
does n't shel " 

Urs. Zuleika stayed In her cabin till the end of the 
voyage, when she left without bidding him farewell, 
and wept passionately on the dock-head for pure joy of 
meeting her children, who, she had often said, were so 
like their father. 

Qeorgie headed for bia own country, wild with delight 
of his first long furiough after the lean seasons. Nothing 
was changed in that orderly life, from the coachman 
who met him at the station to the white peacock that 
stormed at the carriage from the stone wall above the 
shaven lawns. The house took toll of him with due 
regard to p>-<M!edence— first the mother; then the father; 
then the bausekeeper, who wept and praised God; then 
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the butisr, and so on down to the under-keeper, who 
' had been dog-boy in Oeor^'s youth, and called him 
" Master Qeorgie," and was reproved by the groom who 
had taught Oeorgie to ride. 

" Not a thing changed," he sighed contentedly, when 
the three of them sat down to dinner in the late sun- 
light, while the rabbits crept out upon the lawn below 
the cedars, and the big trout in the ponds by the home 
paddock rose for their evening meal. 

" Our changes are all over, dear," cooed the mother; 
" and now I am getting used to your size and your tan 
(you 're very brown, Georgie), I see you have n't 
changed in the least. You 're exactly like the p&ter." 

The father beamed on this man after his own heart, 
— " youngest major in the army, and should have had 
the v. C, sir,"— and the butler listened with his pro- 
fessional mask off when Uaster Qeoi^e spoke of war aa 
it is waged to-day, and his father cross-questioned. 

They went out on the terrace to smoke among the 
roses, and the shadow of the old house lay long across 
the w(nider£ul English foliage, which is the only living 
green in the world. 

"PerfectI By Jove, it 'e perfect!" Qeorgie was 
looking at the round-bosomed woods beyond the home 
paddock, where the white pheasant bozee were ranged ; 
and the golden air was full of a hundred sacred scents 
and sounds. Qeorgie felt his father's arm tij^ten in 
his. 

" It 's not half bad— but hodie mihi, cnu tSri, is n't 
itt I suppose you '11 be turning up some fine daj with 
a girl under your arm, if you have n't one now, ehl " 
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** Tou can make TOUT miiLd easy, sir. IhaTen'tone." 

" Hot in all these years) " said the mother. 

" I had n't time, mummy. They keep a man pretty 
busy, these days, in the service, and most of our mess 
are unmarried, too." 

" But you must have met hundreds in society— at 
balls, and so onf" 

"I 'm like the Tenth, mummy; I don't dance." 

"Don't dancel What have you been doing with 
yourself, then— backing other men's billst" said the 
father. 

" Oh, yes; I 've done a little of that too; but you see, 
as things are now, a man has all his work cut out for 
him to keep abreast of his professioa, and my days 
wsre always too full to let ma lark about half the 
nfght," 

" Hmml "—suspiciously. 

" It *s never too late to learn. We ought to givv some 
kindofhousewarming for the people about, now you 've 
come back. TTnleBS you want to go straight up to town, 
.iearf " 

"No. Idon'twantanythingbetterthanthis. Ijot 's 
sit still and enjoy ourselves. I suppose there will be 
something for me to ride if I look for itt " 

" Seeing I 've been kept down to the old brown pair 
for the last six weeks because all the others were being 
got ready for Master Oeorgie, I should say there might 
be," the father chuckled. " They 're reminding me in 
a hundred wi^ that I must take the second place 
now," 

"Bnitesl" 
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" The pater does n't mean it, dear; but every one baa 
been trying to make your home-coming a sucoeee; and 
you do like it, don't yout " 

" Perfectl Perfect] There 's no place like Eng^d 
—when you 've done your work." 

'* That 'fl the proper way to look at it, my son.'' 

And BO up and down the flagged walk till their shad- 
ows grew long in the moonU^t, and the mother went 
Indoors and played such songs as a small boy once 
clamoured for, and the squat stiver candlesticks were 
brought in, and Qeorgie clinLhed to the two rooms in 
the west wing that had been his mirsery and his play- 
room in the beginning. Then who should come to tuck 
him up for the night but the motherl And she aat 
down on the bed, and they talked for a long hour, as 
mother and son should, if there is to be any future for 
the Empire. With a simple woman's deep guile she 
asked questions and suggested answers that should have 
waked some sign in the face on the pillow, and there 
was neither quiver of eyelid nor quickening of breath, 
neither evasion nor delay in reply. So she blessed him . 
and kissed him on the mouth, which is not always a 
mother's property, and said something to her husband 
later, at which he lang^ted profane and incredulous 
laughs. 

All the establishment waited on Qeorgie next morn- 
ing, from the tallest six-year-old, " with a mouth like 
a kid glove, Master Georgie," to the under-keeper 
strolling carelessly along the horizon, Georgie's pet rod 
in bis hand, and " There 's a four-pounder risia' below 
the lasher. You don't 'ave 'em in Injia, Uast— Major 
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Geoiigie." It waa all beautiful beyond teUing, even 
though the mother iusisteci on taking him out in the 
landau (the leather had the hot Sunday smell of his 
youth) and showing him off to her friends at aU the 
houses for six miles round; and the pater bore him up 
to town and a lunch at the club, where be introduced 
him, quite carelessly, to not less than thirty ancient 
warriors whose sons were not the youngest majors in 
the army and had not the D. S. 0. After that it waa 
Qeorgie's turn; and remembering his friends, he filled 
up the house with that kind of officer who live in cheap 
lodgings at Southsea or Kontpelier Square, Brompton 
—good men all, but not well off. The mother perceived 
that they needed girls to play with; and as there was 
no scarcity of giris, the house hummed like a dovecote 
in spring. They tore up th^ place for amateur theat- 
ricals; they disappeared in the gardens when tliey 
ought to have been rehearsing; they swept off every 
available horse and vehicle, especially the governess- 
cart and the fat pony; tbey fell into the trout-ponds; 
tiiey picnicked and they tennised; and they sat on 
gates in the twilight, two by two, and Qeorgie found 
tiiat be was not in the least necessary to their enter- 
tainment. 

*' Ify wordl " said he, when he saw the last of their 
dear backs. ' ' They told me they 've enjoyed 'emselvea, 
but tbey have n't done half the things they said they 
would." 

" I know they *ve enjoyed themselves— immensely," 
■aid the mother. " You 're a public benefactor, dear." 

" Now we can be quiet again, can't we! " 
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" Oh, quite. I 'v« a very dear friend of mine that 1 
want you to know. She could n't com9 with the house 
so full, becatise she 'e an invalid, and she was away 
when you first came. She 'b a Mrs. Lacy." 

" Lacyl I don't remember the name about here." 

" No; they came after you went to India— from Ox- 
ford. Her husband died there, and she lost some 
money, I believe. They bought The Firs on the Baseett 
Boad. She 's a very sweet woman, and we 're very 
fond of them both." 

" She 'b a widow, did n't you iiayt " 

" She has a daughter. Surely I said so, deart " 

'* Does Bhe fall into trout-ponds, and gas and giggle, 
and ' Oh, llajor Cottahl ' and all that sort of thingt " 

"No, indeed. She's a very quiet girl, and very 
musical. She always came over here with her music- 
books— composing, you know; and she generally works 
all day, so you won't—" 

" 'Talking about Miriamt " said the pater, coming 
up. The mother edged toward him wiHiin elbow-reach. 
There was no fineeee about Georgie's father. "Oh, 
Uiriam 's a dear girl. Plays beautifully. Rides beaii- - 
tifully, too. She 's a regular pet of the household. 
Ceed to call me—" The elbow went home, and igno- 
rant but obedient always, the pater shut himself off. 

" What used she to call you, sir? " 

" All sorts of pet names. I *m very fond of Miriam. '- 

** Bounds Jewish— Miriam." 

"Jew I Ton 11 be calling yourself a Jew next. She's 
one of the Herefordshire Lacys. When her auntdiee—" 
Again the elbow. 
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■ ■ ' Oh, you wont see anything of her, Gleorgie/ She '8 
TfoBy with her musiG or her mother all day. Beeidea, 
jou 're going up to town to-morrow, are nt you t 1 
bought you said something about an Institute meet- 
iig!" The mother spoke. 

j "Go up to town «om/ * What nonsenae I " Onoemore 
ihe pater was shut ofl. 

"I had some idea of it, but I "m not quite sure," said 
the son of the house. Why did the mother try to get 
him away because a musica] girl and her invalid par 
rent were expected! He did not approve of unknown 
females calling his father pet names. He would observe 
these pushing persons who had been only seven years 
in die county. 

All of which the delighted mother read in his coun- 
tenance, hers^ keeping an air of sweet disintoreeted- 

"They 11 be here this evening for dinner. I 'm send- 
ing the carriage over for them, and they wont stay 
more than a week." 

" Perhaps I shall go up to town. I dont quite know 
yet." Georgie moved away irresolutely. There was a 
lecture at the United Services Institute on the supply 
of ammunition in the field, and the one man whose 
theoriee most irritated Major Cottar would deliver it 
A heated discussion was sure to follow, and perfaapa 
he might find himself moved to speak. He took his rod 
that afternoon and went down to thrash it out among 
the trout. 

"Oood sport, dear I" said the mother, from the 
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" 'Fra3 it won't be, mmnm^. All those men fron 
town, and the girls particularly, have put every trout 
off bis feed for weeks. There is n't one of 'em that 
cares for flshin'— really. Faucy stampis' and sfaoutm' 
on the bank, and tellia' every fish for h^ a mile exactly 
what you 're goin' to do, and then cfauckin' a brute of 
a fiy at himl By Jove, it would scare m« if I was a 
trout 1" 

But things were not as bad as be had expected. The 
black gnat was on the water, and the water was strictly 
preserved. A three-quarter-pounder at the second cast 
set him for the campaign, and he worked down-stream, 
crouching behind the reed and meadow-sweet; creeping t 
between a hornbeam hedge and a foot-wide strip of ' 
bank, where he could see the trout, but where they 1 
could not distinguish him from the background; lying 
almost on his stomach to switch the blue-upright side- 
wise through the checkered shadows of a gravelly rip- 
ple under overarching trees. But he had known every 
inch of the water since he was four feet fai^. The 
aged and astute between simk root«, with the large and 
fat that lay In the frothy scum below some strong ru^ 
of water, sucking aa ladly as carp, came to trouble in 
their turn, at the hand that imitated so delicately the 
flicker and wimple of an egg-dropping fly. Conse- 
quently, Georgie found himself five miles from hcnne 
when he ought to have been dressing for dinner. The 
housekeeper had taken good care that her boy should 
not go empty, and before he changed to the white moth 
be sat down to excellent claret with sandwiches of 
potted egg and things that adoring i 
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xoeai nerer notice. Then back, to surprise the ottet 
grubbing for freeh-water muBsels, the rabbits on the 
edge of the beechwooda foraging in the clover, and the 
policeman-like white owl stooping to the little field- 
mice, tiU the moon was strong, and he took his rod 
apart, and went home through well-remembered gaps in 
the hedges. He fetched a compass round the house, for, 
thou^ he might have broken every law of the estab- 
lishment every hour, the law of bis boyhood was un- 
breakable : after fishing you went in by the south garden 
back-door, cleaned up in the outer scullery, and did 
not present yourself to your elders and your betters till 
'-'you had washed and changed. 

" Half-past ten, by Jovel Well, we '11 make the sport 
an excuse. They would n't want to see me the first even- 
ing, at any rate. (Jone tobed, probably." He skirted 
by the open French windows of the drawing-room. 
" No, they have n't. They look very comfy in there." 

He could see his father in his own particular chair, 
the mother in hers, and the back of a girl at the piano 
by the big potpourri-jar. The gardens looked half 
divine in the moonlight, and he turned down through 
the roses to finish bis pipe. 

A prelude ended, and there floated out a voice of the 
kind that in his childhood he used to call " creamy "— 
a full, true c^mtralto; and this is the song that be heardl, 
every syllable of it: 

Over the edg« of the porple down, 

Where the eingle Umplight gleuna, 

Enow je the road to the Meroifol Town 

Thftt is hard itj th« Se» of Dreuiia— 
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'\ mwra the poor nukf lay thrir wrongs »inv, 
,T And ttw dok iDftj forget to weept 

But we— ^t7 u I OIi, pitj u I 
Wewkkefnl; ah, ^trnal— 
Wo must go back witb PoUownan Div- 
Bwk from the Citjr of Sleep! 

Weujr they turn from the tcroU and crown, 

Fetter and prayer and plon^— 
They that go 1:9 to the Hereifnl Town, 

For her gate* are aloaliig now. 
It la their right in the Bathi of Nl«^ 

Bodf and aoiil to tteep 1 
Botwe— ^tjr nal ah,^tf na! 

We wakeful ; oh, pity na t— 
W« mnst go haok with Polioeman Day— 

Back from the City of EOeepI 

Orer the edge of the purple down, 

Ere the tender dreaoiB begin. 
Look— we may look— at the Meroiful Town, 

But we may not ent«r in I 
Onteaata all, from her goarded wall 

Baek to oar watoh we oreepi 
We- pity na 1 ah, pity na I 

We wakeful ; oh, pity na I- 
We that go back with Polioeman Vtj— 

Baek from the City of Sleep I 

At tiie last echo he was avare that his mouth was dr j 

and unknown pulses were beating in the roof ut it. The 

housekeeper, who would hare it that he must have 

fallen in and caught a chill, waa waiting to catch him 
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m tne stairs, aiid, since he neither astw nor anstrared 
her, carried a wild tale abroad that brought his mother 
knocking at the door. 

" Anythii^ happened, dear! Harper said she thou^t 
you were n't—" 

"No; it 's nothing. I 'm all right, munmiy. Fieaaa 
don't bother." 

Be did not recognise bis own voice, but that was a 
■mall matter beside what he was considering. Obvi- 
0USI7, most obviously, the whole coincidence was crazy 
lunacy. He proved it to the satisfaction of Uajor 
Qeorge Cottar, who was going up to town to-morrow to 
hear a lecture on the supply of ammuniticat in the field; 
and having so proved it, the soul and brain and heart 
and body (rf Georgie oied joyously: " That 's the Lily 
Lock girl— the Lost Continent girl-'the Thirty-Mile 
Bide girl— tiie Brushwood girll Jknow herl " 

He waked, stifF and cramped in his chair, to recon- 
sider the situation by sunlight, when it did not appear 
normal. But a man must eat, and he went to break- 
fast, his heart between his teeth, holding himself 
severely in hand. 

" late, as usual," said the mother. " 'Ify boy, SOss 
liicy." 

A tall giri in black raised her eyes to his, and Qeorgie's 
life training deserted him— just as soon as he realised 
that she did not know. Be stared coolly and critically. 
There was the abundant black hair, growing in a 
widow's peak, turned back from the forehead, with that 
peculiar ripple over the right ear; there were the grey 
eyes set alittle dose together; the short upper lip, reao- 
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hite chin, and the known poise of the head. There mm 
also the small well-cut nwuth that had kiseed him. 

"Cteoi^gie— dear/" said the mother, anuuedlf, ftnr 
Miriam was fiushing under the stare. 

"I— I beg your pardon I "he gulped. "I don't know 
whether the mother has told you, hut I 'm rather an 
idiot at times, specially before I 've had my break&st. 
It 's — it 'b a family failing." 

He turned to explore among the hot-water dishes on 
the eideboard, rejoicing that she did not know —she did 
not know. 

His conversation for the rest of the meal was mildly 
insane, though the mother thou^t ebe had never seen 
her boy look half bo handsome. How could any girl, 
leaet of all one of Miriam's discernment, forbear to fall 
down and worshipf But deeply Miriam was displeased. 
She had nevN' been stared at in that foshion before, 
and promptly retired into her shell when Qeorgie an- 
nounced that he had changed his mind about going to 
town, and would stay to play with Miss I^cy if she had 
nothing better to do. 

" Oh, but don't let me throw you out. I 'm at work. 
I Ve thii^ to do all the morning." 

*' What possessed Qeorgie to behave so oddlyt '* the 
mother dghed to herself. " Miriam 's a bundle of feel* 
ings— like her mother." 

" You compose— don't yout Must be a fine thing to 
be able to do that. [" P^-oh, pigl " thought Miriam.] 
I think I heard you singin' when I came in last night 
after flshin'. All about a Sea of Dreams, was n't iti 
[Uriam shuddered to the core of the soul that afflicted 
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bet.] Awfully pretty song. Htnr d' you think o( mch 
thingBl" 

" Tou only compoeed the mucdc, dear, did n't you? " 

" The words too. I 'm sure of it," said Oeorgie, with 
a spai^ling eye. No; she did not know. 

"Te&;Iwrotethewordetoo.'' Miriam spoke slowly, 
for she knew she lisped when Bhe was nervous. 

*' Now how could you tell, Oeoi^et " said the mother, 
as delighted as thou^ the youngest major in the army 
were ten years old, showing off before company. 

" I was sure of it, somehow. Oh, there are heaps ol 
things about me, mummy, that you don't understand. 
Looks as if it were goin' to be a hot day— for England. 
Would you core for a ride this afternoon, Hiss lacyl 
We can start out after tea, if you 'd like it." 

Miriam could not in decency refuse, but any woman 
might see she was not filled with delight. 

" That will be very nice, if you take the Bassett Bead. 
It will save me sending Martin down to the village," 
said the mother, filling in gaps. 

Like all good managers, the mother had her one 
weakness— a mania for little strategies that should 
economise horses and vehicles. Her men-folk com* 
plained that she turned them into common carriers, and 
tiiere was a legend in tlie family that she had once said 
to the pater on die morning ot a meet: " If you thmUd 
IdU near Bassett, dear, and if it is n't too late, would 
you mind Just popping over and matching me thist " 

" I knew that was coming. Tou *d never miss a 
chance, mother. If it 's a fish or a trunk I won't." 
Oeorgie laughed. 
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** It *s only a duck. Tlier can do it up very neatly aA 
' i. Hallett's,"B^i<l^B mother, simply. " Tou won't mind, 

^/ ' willyoul We '11 have a flciatch dinner at nine, because 
it 's so hot." 
/ The long sumnier day dragged itself out for centuries ; 

hut at last there was tea on the lawn, and Wiriftm ap- 
peared. 

She was in the saddle before he could offer to help, 
with the clean spring of the child who mounted the pony 
for the Thirty 'MUe Ride. The day held mercilessly, 
though Oeorgie got down thrice to look for imaginary 
stones in Bufus'e foot. One cannot say even simple 
things in broad light, and this that Oeorgie meditated 
was not simple. So he spoke seldom, and M'Wnr" was 
divided between reli^ and scorn. It annoyed her that 
the great hulking thing should know she hod written 
the words of the song oremight; for though a maiden 
may aing her most secret fancies aloud, she does not 
care to have them trampled over by the male Philistine. 
They rode Into the little red-brick street of Bassett, 
and Oeorgie made untold fuss over the disposition of 
that duck. It must go in just such & package, and be 
fastened to the saddle in just such a manner, though 
eight o'clock: bad struck and they were miles from 
dinner. 

" We must be quick! " said Miriam, bored and angry, 

" There 's no great hurry; but we can cut over Dow- 
head Down, and let 'em out on the grass. That will 
save us half an hour." 

^e horses capered on the short, sweet-smelling turf, 

and the delaying shadows gathered in the valley aa 
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Mwy cantered over the greftt dun down that ovetbaagB 
Bassett and the Westwn ooaching-road. Insensiblj- the 
pace quickened without thought of mole-hillfi; Bufua, 
gcmtlflnian that he was, waiting on llirimu'e Dandy tUl 
they should have cleared the rifie. Then down the 
two-mile dope they raced together, the wind whistling 
in their ears, to the steady throb of eight hoofs and the 
' li^t dick-click of the ahifting bits. 

" Oh, that was glorious! " Mirtam cried, reining in. 
** Dandy and I are old friends, but I don't think we '▼• 
erer gone better togetiier." 

" No; but you 've gone quicker, once or twice." 

"Beallyt When!" 

Georgie moistened hia lips. " Don't you remember 
the Thirty-Mile Ride— with me— when ' They ' were 
after ua— on the beadi-road, with the sea to the left- 
going toward the lamp-poat on the downsi " 

The girl gasped, *' What— what do you meant " ebo 
■aid hysterical^. 

" The Thirty-Uile Ride, and— and all the rest of It." 

"Toumean— t I didn't sing anything about the 
Thir^-Utle Ride. I know I did n't. I have never told 
a living soul." 

"Tou told about Policeman Day, and the lamp at the 
top of the downs, and the City ot Sleep. It all joins on, 
you know— it 'a the same country— and it was ea^ 
enough to see where you had been," 

"Oood Oodl— It joins on— (rf course It does; but- 1 
have been— you have been— Ob, let 'a walk, please, 
or I diall fall off] " 

Georgie raifged alongside, and laid a baud that shook 
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below her bridlo-band, pulling Dandy into a walk. 
yiriin irM sobbing as ha had leen a man sob and^ 
the touch of the bullet. 

" It 'b all light— it 's all li^t," he whispered feebly. 
*' Only— <Mily it 'a true, you know." 

"Truel Amlmadt" 

" Not imlesB I 'm mad as well. ^ try to think a 
minute quietly. How could any one iMHunirably know 
anything about the Thirty-Hile Ride having aoytbtng 
to do with you, unleee be had been tberet " 

"But where! BatKhenI Tell met" 

" There— wherever it may be— in our cotmtiT, I sup- 
poee. Do you remember the first tima you rode it— the 
Tbirty-Uile Side, I meanf Tou must." 

" It was all dreams — all dreamsl " 

" Yes, but tell, please; because I know." 

" Let me think. I— we were on no account to make 
any noise— on no accouat to make any noise," Bhe 
Tras staring between Dandy'e ears, with eyes that did 
not see, and a suflocating heart. 

" Because * It ' was dying in the big houset " Georgie 
went on, reining in again. 

" There was a garden with green-and-gUt railings- 
all hot. Do you remembert" 

" I ought to. I was sitting on the other aide of the 
bed before ' It * coughed and ' They ' came in." 

"Yout"— tile deep Toice was unnaturally full and 
fltrong, and the girl's wide-<^ned eyes burned In the 
dusk aa she stared him through and through. *' Then 
you 're the Boy— my Brushwood Boy, and I 've known 
you all my life! " 
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She fell forward on Dandy's neck. Oeorgie forced 
himwlf out of the weakseea that was orennastenng hia 
limbs, and slid an arm round her waist. The head 
dn^ped on his shoulder, and he found himself with 
parched lips saying ttiings that up till then he believed 
existed only in printed works of fiction. Mercifully 
the horses were quiet. She made no attempt to draw 
herself away when she recovered, but lay still, whis- 
pering, " Of course you 're the Boy, and I did n't know 
. —I did n't know," 

" I knew last nig^t; and when I saw you at break- 
fast—" 

** Oh, that was wl^I I wondered at the time. You 
would, of course." 

"I could n't speak before this. Keep your bead 
where it is, dear. It 's all right now— all right now, 
is n't iti '• 

" But bow was it I did n't know— after aU these 
years and yearsi I remember— oh, what lots of things 
I remember! " 

" Tdl me some, I *11 look after the horses." 

"I remembw waiting for you when the steamer 
came in. Doyout" 

" At the Lily Lock, beyimd Hong-Exmg and Javaf" 

" Do you call it that, toot " 

*' You told me it was when I was lost in the continent. 
That was you UuU showed me the way tiirough the 
moimtains)" 

** Whm the islands slldt It must have been, because 
you 're the only <me I remember. All the others were 
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** Awful brutes thay were, too." 

*' I remember showing you the Thir^-Ufle Bide (he 
first time. You rule jugt as you used to— then. Yon 
ore youl " 

". Thai 'b odd. I thought that of you this afternoon. 
Is n't it wonderfult " 

*' What does it all meant Why should you and I of 
the mUlioiiB of people in the world have this— this 
thing between usi What does it meant I 'm fri^t- 
ened." 

" ThisI " said Qeorgie. The horses quickmed their 
pace. They thought they had heard an order. " Per- 
liapB when we die we may find out more, but it means 
ttiis now." 

There was no answer. What could she sayt As the 
wOTld went, they had known each other rather less 
than eight and a half hours, but the matter was one 
that did not concern the worid. There was a very long 
silence, while the breath in their noetrHs drew odd and 
sharp as it might have been a fume of ether. 

"That 's the second," Qeorgie whispered. "You 
remember, don't yout " 

" It 's noti "—furiously. *' It 's notl " 

" On the downs the other night— months ago. You 
were just as you are now, and we went over the coun- 
try for miles and miles." 

" It was all empty, too. Iliey had gone away. 
Kobody frightened us, I wonder why, Boyt " 

" Oh, if you remember that, you must remember the 
rest. OonfesBl " 
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"I remember lots of things but I hmm I did vf%. I 
a07«r have— tQl just now." 

" You did, dear." 

" I know I dM n't, becauae— oh, It *b no use keeping 
anything back]— because I truthfully meant to." 

"And truthfully did." 

** No; meant to; but some one else came by." 

"There wasn't any oneelse. There never has been." 

*' There was— there always is. It was another woman 
—out there on the sea. Z saw her. It was the SSth of 
May. I 've got it written down Bomewhere." 

" Oh, you 've kept a record of your dreams, tool 
That 's odd about the other woman, because I happened 
to be on the sea Just then." 

" I was right. Eow do I know what you 've done 
when you were awake— and I thought it was only 
yout" 

" You nevOT were more wrong In your life. Vhat a 
litOetonper you've got I listen to me a minute, dear." 
And Gteorgie, though be knew it not, committed black 
perjury. " It— it is n't the kind of thing one says to 
any one, because they 'd lai^h; but on my word and 
honour, darling, I 've never been kissed by a living 
soul outside n^ own people in all my life. Dcm't laugh, 
dear. I would n't tell any one but you, but it 's the 
solemn truth." 

** I knew I You are you, Ob, I Imm) you 'd come 
some day ; but I did n't know 70U wen you in the least 
till you spoke." 

" Then give me another." 
[42>1 



/ 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE BRTTSHWOOD BOY 

"And you never cared or looked anywhere? Why, 
all the round world must have loved you from the very 
minute they saw you. Boy." 

" They kept it to themselvea if they did. No ; I never 
cated." 

' ' And we shall be late for dinner— horribly late. Oh, 
how can I Ux^ at you in the light before your mother 
—and mine I" 

"We 11 play you 're Mias Lacy tDI the proper time 
comes. What 's the ehorteet limit for people to get en- 
gaged I S'pose we have got to go through all the fuas 
of an engagement, have n't we t" 

"Oh, I dont want to talk about that. It 's eo com- 
monplace. I Ve thought (^ something that you dont 
know. I 'm Bure of it. What 's my name) " 

" Uiri~no, it la a% by Jovel Wait half a second, 
and it '11 come back to me. You are n't— you can'tt 
Why, ffutm old tales— before I went to schooll I 've 
never thought of 'em from that day to this. Are yon 
the original, only Annieardouisef " 

" It was what you always called me ever dnce the 
beginning. Ohl We 've turned Into the aveoue, and 
we must be an hour late." 

" That doee it matterf The chain goes as for bade 
as those days! It must, of course— of course it must, 
I *ve got to ride round with this pestilent old bird— con- 
found himl" 

" ' " Hal hal " said the duck, laughing '—do you r»- 
member thatt " 

" Yes, I do— flower-pots on my feet, and all. We 've 

been together all this whUe; and I 've got to s^ good* 
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aye to you till dinner. Sura I 'U see you at diniwr^tiniel 
Sun you won't sneak up to your room, darling, and 
.eave me all the ereningt Qood-bye, dear— good-l^v." 
" Oood-bye, Boy, good-bye. Uind the arch! Dont 
let Butua bolt into his stables. Oood-bye. Yea, I *D 
oome down to dimwr; but— what iball I do wImd I see 
you In tbe light!" 
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